UNIVERSITY  OF 
ILLINOIS  LIBRARY 
AT  URBANA-CHAMPAlGr^ 
BOOKSTACKS 


Digitized  by 

the  Internet  Archive 

in  2015 

https://archive.org/details/katecameronofbruOOpres 


t 


I 


Crown  8vo,  handsome  cloth    .Price  6s. 


A  Bridge  of  Glass 


BY 

F.  W  ROBINSON 

AUTHOR  OF 

'  Grand77iother' s  Money ,   'Anne  Judge,  Spinster,' 


Some  ©rc60  ©pinions 


Athenaeum. — "  Mr.  Robinson's  story  possesses  the  first  qualifications  of 
a  good  novel  :  a  well-sustained  and  interesting  plot.  The  character  of 
Matthew  Quail  is  so  distinctly  marked,  both  in  its  weakness  and  its  strange 
strength  of  self-repression,  that  it  is  likely  to  imprint  itself  on  the  memories 
of  all  those  who  happen  to  become  acquainted  with  it.  Mr.  Robinson  has 
shown  considerable  skill  in  the  manipulation  of  details." 

Daily  Telegraph. — '*  '  A  Bridge  of  Glass  '  is  an  excellent  novel — a  love 
story  pure  and  simple,  but  quite  free  from  mawkishness  or  sentimentalism. 
It  is  written  in  a  clear,  attractive  style,  which  holds  the  reader  enchanted  to 
the  end  of  the  volume." 

Morning  Post. — "A  book  by  the  author  of  '  Grandmother's  Money' 
needs  no  recommendation.  It  is  certain  to  be  clever  and  not  disappoint  the 
reader.  He  finds  in  it,  as  he  knew  he  would,  a  good  story  well  worked  out, 
and  much  more  besides — material  for  thought  and  material  for  amusement. 
No  writer  seems  better  to  understand  the  struggles  and  temptations  of  men 
and  women  than  Mr.  Robinson.  The  plot  is  very  artful  and  intricate,  and 
well  elaborated.    There  are  plenty  of  thrilling  scenes." 

Echo. — "This  is  an  exceedingly  good  novel.  .  .  We  can  do  little 
lucre  than  recommend  it  very  strongly  to  our  readers.  They  will,  we  are 
sure,  be  of  opinion  that  the  story  is  interesting  and  well  told,  and  that  the  style 
possesses  that  greatest,  and,  without  question,  rarest  merit  of  being  natural 
and  unaffected.  We  can  do  no  more  than  praise  the  book,  and  that  we  do 
very  heartily," 

Standard. — "The  story  is  sound  and  healthy.  The  thread  of  interest 
grows  stronger  as  it  progresses,  until  the  author  reaches  the  close  of  a  very 
pathetic  and  tender  love  story.  The  number  of  characters  introduced  into 
tke  drama  is  large,  but  all  are  distinct  and  well  marked.  The  author  has 
them  clearly  in  hand,  and  keeps  up  their  identity  brightly  and  clearly  to  the 
last.  Tlie  way  in  which  this  struggle  is  carried  on  and  finally  worked  out 
into  a  noble  ending  is  worthy  of  very  high  praise." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "It  is  very  well  worked  out.  There  is  plenty  of 
incident  told  in  a  quiet,  unadorned  manner.  We  have  no  end  of  mysteries 
very  cleverly  maintained.  The  interest  is  exceedingly  well  sustained,  and 
all  comes  right  in  the  end." 
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St.  James's  Budget— Mr.  Muddock's  story  is  brightly  and  clearly 
told,  and  the  spirit  of  the  iperiod  dealt  with  has  been  leproduced  in  admirable 
fashion.  Lovers  of  the  historical  novel  will  do  well  to  get  *  In  the  King's 
Favour.' " 

Academy— "This  story  opens  in  Edinburgh  in  the  year  15x3,  and  we  are 
soon  introduced  to  the  gaieties  of  the  Court  at  Linlithgow.  It  ends  with  a 
spirited  account  of  the  Battle  of  Flodden.    A  good  historical  novel." 

People — "Lovers  of  historical  novels  will  be  interested  in  Mr.  J.  E. 
Muddock's  '  In  the  King's  Favour'  a  romance  of  Flodden  Field;  It  brings 
vividly  before  the  reader  a  stirring  period  in  our  olden  time." 

Public  Opinion — "  '  In  the  King's  Favour '  is  an  historical  romance  of 
considerable  merit  by  J.  E.  Muddock,  who  describes  the  stirring  times ^of 
James  IV.  of  Scotland  with  truly  graphic  force.  ^The  story  abounds  with 
fights,  intrigues,  and  pretty  love  episodes,  culminating  in  an  exciting  account 
of  the  battle  of  Flodden  Field." 

Scotsman—"  The  story  leads  up  to  Flodden,  and,  the  author  must  be 
credited  with  having  carefully  followed  the  course  of  events  and  taken  much 
pains  to  render  as  accurate  as  possible  his  pictures  of  social  life  and  the 
customs  of  the  time,  The  romance  works  out  very  well  indeed,  and  no  one 
who  enters  upon  its  threshold  of  interest  will  willingly  delay  the  perusal  of  the 
whole  book." 

Western  Mercury — "Events  of  dramatic  force  and  interest  follow 
rapidly,  and  Mr.  Muddock  finds  ample  scope  for  that  graphic,  inspiriting 
style  of  writing  which  has  made  his  books  so  popular.  It  is  a  splendidly  told 
yarn,  and  one  that  can  be  re-read  with  increased  interest  and  satisfaction." 

Glasgow  Daily  Mail—"  There  is  plenty  of  incident  and  brisk  movement 
in  the  book,  the  whole  appropriately  culminating  in  a  very  fine  and  very  im- 
partial description  of  Flodden  Field  itself." 

Liverpool  Mercury—"  A  brightly- written  story  on  historical  lines, 
which  well  sets  out  the  state  of  Scotland  and  the  brilliant  court  of  King 
James  on  the  eve  of  the  fatal  expedition  to  E  ngland-which  ended  at  Flodden ; 
a  love  episode  is  twined  round  the  course  of  the  narrative,  which  illustrates 
the  social  life  of  the  period,  and  forms  a  romance  well  worth  reading." 
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KATE  CAMERON  OF  BRUX 

CHAPTER  I 

CHRISTY  AND  THE  WOLF 

Towards  the  close  of  a  summer  day  about  the  end 
of  the  fourteenth  century  a  party  of  roysterers  were 
seated  in  front  of  the  hostel  known  as  the  Black 
Bull  in  the  old  city  of  Aberdeen.  It  was  evident  at 
a  glance  that  these  men  did  not  belong  to  the  city, 
but  had  come  from  the  hills.  Their  dress,  their 
manners,  and  their  generally  fierce  appearance  pro- 
claimed that  fact.  They  had  in  short  journeyed 
from  the  neighbourhood  of  Braemar,  and  the  object 
of  their  visit  to  the  town  was  to  dispose  of  some 
cattle.  Having  made  a  good  market  they  had  put 
up  at  the  Black  Bull  for  the  night  and  were  washing 
the  dust  out  of  their  throats  with  copious  libations 
of  beer,  which  was  then  the  drink  principally  con- 
sumed by  the  common  people.  They  were  all  of 
them  stalwart,  powerful  men  ;  with  massive  limbs, 
and  faces  heavily  bearded  and  burnt  to  the  colour 
of  bricks  with  long  exposure  to  sun  and  weather. 
One  of  the  party,  however,  which  numbered  eight, 
was  conspicuous  even  amongst  his  brawny  fellows, 

by  his  magnificent  physique.    He  was  a  veritable 
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Hercules,  and  his  build,  and  his  rope-like  muscles 
told  of  tremendous  strength.  His  great  bullet-like 
head  was  covered  with  a  matted  tangle  of  coarse, 
dull  red  hair,  but  his  face  was  shaven  clean  except 
his  upper  lip  which  was  shaded  with  a  moustache. 
His  dress  consisted  of  a  closely-fitting  tunic  of 
untanned  leather,  vandyked  at  the  collar,  and 
fastened  round  his  waist  with  a  broad  belt.  The 
sleeves  came  right  down  to  his  ponderous  wrists 
where  they  were  kept  in  their  place  by  small  leather 
straps.  Flis  shoes  were  of  rough  cow-hide  ;  and  his 
tremendous  legs  were  crossed  and  recrossed  with 
narrow  straps  of  the  same  material  as  far  as  the 
knee.  It  is  generally  the  case  with  men  of  unusual 
strength  and  build,  that  they  are  distinguished  by  a 
mild  and  bland-like  expression  of  countenance.  But 
it  was  otherwise  with  this  man.  His  face,  the 
moment  you  looked  into  it,  suggested  a  wolf, 
for  he  had  small  restless  red  eyes,  and  a  cavernous 
mouth  in  which  gleamed  teeth  of  perfect  whiteness. 
He  also  had  a  peculiar  habit  of  uttering  occasionally 
a  sort  of  snarl,  which,  in  conjunction  with  his 
ferocious  expression,  was  still  further  suggestive 
of  the  animal  named.  So  marked  indeed  was 
this  characteristic  of  his  features  and  manner 
that  he  had  come  to  be  known  in  his  country 
as  "  Wolf  the  Wrestler,''  for  he  was  the  champion 
wrestler  of  Braemar,  from  whence  he  came.  He 
had  been  born  and  bred  in  the  wilds  of  that 
savage  region,  and  this  was  the  first  time  he  had 
ever  been  down  into  Aberdeen.  His  companions 
were  his  neighbours,  and  scarcely  less  rough  and 
wild-looking  than  he  himself 
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It  must  not  be  supposed  that  they  were  honest 
cattle-rearers  who  had  come  to  market  to  sell  the 
produce  of  their  labour.  In  accordance  with  the 
half-savage  life  led  by  the  class  they  represented, 
they  had  "  lifted  the  cattle  during  a  successful  raid 
into  neighbouring  territory.  They  were  in  fact 
members  of  a  powerful  clan,  and  fighting  and 
raiding  came  natural  to  them.  The  period  in 
which  they  lived  was  a  lawless  one,  and  in  the 
stern  mountain  regions  of  the  Highlands,  the  weak 
had  to  give  way  to  the  stronger,  and  the  only 
justice  was  the  justice  of  fierce  revenge.  The 
memory  of  an  insult  was  never  allowed  to  die,  and 
he  who  did  not  spill  blood  for  blood  was  accounted 
a  coward.  Deathless  enmity  existed  between  clan 
and  clan,  and  fathers  solemnly  charged  their  sons, 
and  these  sons  charged  theirs  in  turn,  never  to  rest, 
until  they  had  avenged  some  real  or  fancied  wrong. 
The  result  was  the  lonely  straths  and  gloomy 
glens  of  the  mountain  regions  were  constantly  the 
scenes  of  sanguinary  conflicts,  which  only  served  to 
keep  alive  hatred,  and  inflame  the  passions  of  the 
clansmen  still  more.  Men,  in  fact,  fought  for  the 
love  of  fighting,  and  the  sight  of  blood,  the  dying 
agonies  and  gaping  wounds  of  their  enemies  seemed 
to  afford  them  a  fierce  joy. 

The  hostel  of  the  Black  Bull  was  a  large  rambling 
house,  with  a  massive  roof  of  red  tiles,  and  many 
windows,  all  of  them  very  small,  and  some  of  them 
secured  with  bars  of  iron.  The  place  had  originally 
been  a  house  of  charity  of  some  sort,  but  it  had 
fallen  into  decay,  and  was  at  last  turned  into  a 
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hostel,  and  rough  as  it  was  it  was  accounted  quite  a 
superior  place  for  a  tavern.  In  front  of  the  house 
was  a  large  plot  of  grass,  on  which  stood  several 
trees,  and  beneath  the  shade  of  these  trees  the 
company  were  now  seated.  Aberdeen  was  at  this 
time  a  rambling  town  with  irregular  streets,  and 
many  half-tumbled  down  houses,  which  seemed  to 
have  been  jumbled  together  without  any  reference 
to  order  or  style  of  architecture.  The  streets  were 
all  unpaved  and  were  cut  up  to  such  an  extent  by 
the  feet  of  cattle  and  horses  that  in  wet  weather 
they  became  simply  quagmires. 

The  hostel  was  kept  by  one  Andrew  Johnstone, 
who  with  his  wife  had  come  from  the  lowlands 
many  years  before.  They  were  a  shrewd,  business- 
like couple,  with  a  keen  eye  to  the  main  chance. 
They  had  one  daughter  who,  at  the  time  of  the 
commencement  of  this  story  was  about  nineteen. 
She  was  a  remarkably  pretty,  shapely  wench,  but 
singularly  light-headed,  and  vain.  Utterly  without 
education,  as  was  customary  with  girls  in  her  walk 
of  life,  she  had  nothing  wherewith  to  counteract  the 
natural  silliness  of  her  disposition.  She  was  pretty, 
and  knew  it,  and  was  as  susceptible  to  flattery  as 
the  needle  of  the  compass  is  susceptible  to  magne- 
tism, and  was  in  consequence  a  dreadful  coquette. 
Her  name  was  Christine,  which  was  usually  con- 
tracted to  Christy.  And  there  is  no  doubt  at  all 
that  Christy  Johnstone  was  a  source  of  very 
considerable  profit  to  her  parents*  hostel,  for  all  round 
the  countryside  for  many  miles  she  was  spoken  of  as 
"  pretty  Christy  Johnstone  of  the  Black  Bull.'* 

It  is  almost  needless  to  say  that  those  who  spoke 
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of  her  thus  were  of  the  opposite  sex.  For  the  girls 
did  ^not  conceal  their  scorn,  which  no  doubt  was 
begotten  of  jealousy,  and  when  they  had  occasion 
to  refer  to  her,  it  was  with  an  upflinging  of  the 
head  and  a  contemptuous  curl  of  the  lips  ;  and 
they  spoke  of  her  as  "  That  puir  vain  fule  doon  at 
the  Black  Bull." 

Christy  was  not  unaware  of  the  feeling  entertained 
for  her  by  her  own  sex  ;  but  she  was  supremely 
indifferent  to  it.  For  being  so  conscious  of  her 
good  looks,  her  feminine  instincts  told  her  that  she 
was  envied,  and  envy  was  the  outcome  of  jealousy. 
She  had  the  power  to  make  men  pay  homage  to  her, 
and  that  caused  her  a  feeling  of  satisfaction  which 
words  would  fail  to  adequately  express. 

On  the  afternoon  that  we  are  now  dealing  with, 
Christy  had  been  told  off  specially  by  her  parents 
to  wait  upon  the  noisy  party  of  Highlanders  alluded 
to,  and  her  mother  had  said  to  her — 

"  Christy,  ye'll  gie  every  attention  to  they  Hieland 
robbers  for  they  hae  muckle  siller  in  their  pooches, 
and  wee  maun  hae  oor  share  of  it." 

Christy  perfectly  understood  the  parental  in- 
junction, and  she  obeyed  implicitly.  The  High- 
landers seemed  to  have  an  unlimited  capacity  for 
beer,  which  was  served  in  a  huge  wooden  bowl, 
and  thence  ladled  by  means  of  a  horn  ladle  into 
leather  drinking  cups.  Now  Christy  kept  her  eye 
on  that  bowl,  and  took  good  care  that  it  should  not 
long  remain  empty.  She  seemed,  in  fact,  to  have 
exerted  a  spell  over  the  rough  hill  men,  and  they 
paid  her  all  sorts  of  extravagant  compliments,  and 
disputed  amongst  themselves  as  to  who  should 
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receive  her  closest  attention.  Wolf  the  Wrestler  was 
particularly  loud  in  his  expressions  of  praise ;  and 
equally  coarse,  that  only  being  in  accord  with  the 
prevailing  licentiousness  of  the  age. 

Under  the  influence  of  the  immense  quantity  of 
beer  he  had  poured  down  his  capacious  throat,  the 
Wolf  began  to  get  noisy,  obtrusive  ;  and  suddenly,  as 
Christy  happened  to  be  passing  his  seat,  he  seized 
her,  and,  putting  her  on  his  knee  with  no  more 
effort  than  would  have  been  displayed  had  he  been 
lifting  a  new-born  babe,  he  hugged  her  to  his  great 
breast,  and  kissed  her  all  over  her  face  and  neck. 
His  companions  roared  with  laughter  and  delight, 
and  the  more  the  girl  struggled  to  free  herself  the 
more  they  laughed.  But  Christy  herself  did  not 
relish  being  pulled  about  in  this  manner,  and  she 
began  to  scream.  The  consequence  was  her  father 
appeared  on  the  scene.  He  was  a  stiffly  built  red- 
faced  portly  man  ;  and  undismayed  by  the  strength 
of  the  Wolf,  he  dealt  him  a  stinging  box  on  the  ears, 
and  made  him  release  the  girl. 

"  Ye  brute  beast,''  he  exclaimed  angrily ;  "  ha'e  ye 
no  respect  for  an  honest  lassie,  that  ye  tak'  liberties 
wi'  her  in  that  fashion  ?  " 

For  a  moment  Wolf  seemed  as  if  he  was  going  to 
resent  the  blow,  and  perhaps  he  would  have  done 
so  if  Christy  herself  had  not  stroked  his  ragged 
locks  and  said,  persuasively  

"  Now,  dinna  lose  your  temper.  Ye  ken  weel  ye 
are  in  the  wrang." 

She  looked  so  pretty  with  her  heaving  bosom, 
her  flushed  face,  her  sparkling  eyes,  and  her 
dishevelled  hair,  that  the  fierceness  of  the  man 
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was  subdued,  and,  turning  to  the  host,  he  said 
scornfully — 

"  Ye  may  thank  your  lassie,  my  gude  man,  that 
ye  are  no  crushed,  for  if  it  wasna  for  her  I'd  just  tak' 
and  roll  ye  up,  and  break  every  bone  in  your 
dog's  body." 

Johnstone  felt  much  annoyed,  but  he  knew  that 
it  would  be  very  imprudent  to  quarrel  with  these 
lawless  men  ;  and  so,  gulping  down  his  choler,  he 
muttered  something  between  his  teeth  about 
"  Hielan'  beasts  and  robbers,"  and  went  into  his 
room  again. 

Although  the  Wolf  was  for  a  moment  subdued,  he 
cherished  deep  resentment  for  the  blow  that  had 
been  given  to  him,  and  he  growled  out. 

"  If  it  hadn't  been  for  your  ain  sonsy-face,  lassie, 
Fd  hae  pit  my  dirk  intil  his  wame  and  let  oot  his 
paunches." 

Thinking  it  better  to  do  away  with  every  trace  of 
ill-feeling  if  possible,  Christy  exclaimed — 

"  Dinna  fash  yersel,  my  braw  man.  Ye  ken  weel 
ye  are  in  the  wrang,  and  need  tae  be  checkit.  ' 

With  a  sudden  movement  she  threw  her  arms 
round  his  neck,  kissed  him  on  the  mouth,  and  then 
with  a  light  laugh  turned  and  fled  into  the  house  as 
if  alarmed  by  her  own  boldness. 

"  By  the  Lord,  but  yon's  a  winsome  wench,"  cried 
the  Wolf,  as  he  smacked  his  lips  with  evident 
relish. 

"  For  twa  stanes  I'd  carry  her  off,  if  it  were  only 
to  avenge  mysel'  on  her  pig  of  a  father." 

Dae  it,  dae  it,"  cried  his  companions  in  chorus, 
and  one  of  them  rising  went  into  the  road,  and 
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picking  up  two  pebbles,  he  brought  them  back,  and 
laying  them  on  the  table  before  the  Wolf,  he 
said  

"  There  are  the  twa  stones,  me  man.  An'  gin  ye 
keep  your  word  we'll  hae'  some  fine  sport." 

An  expression  of  fierce  determination  came  into 
the  face  of  the  Wolf,  but  he  made  no  reply  then, 
for  at  that  moment  a  party  of  four  horsemen  rode 
up,  and  hailing  the  landlord,  informed  him  that  they 
wanted  food  and  shelter  for  themselves  and  beasts. 

The  arrival  of  the  travellers,  and  the  little  excite- 
ment and  bustle  consequent  thereon,  diverted  the 
thoughts  of  the  Wolf  and  his  party  for  the  time 
being,  and  they  eyed  the  newcomers  with  curiosity, 
not  unmixed  with  suspicion,  for  in  these  rough  and 
lawless  times  men  were  suspicious  of  even  their  own 
brothers. 


CHAPTER  II 


THERE  IS  AYE  A  WOMAN  AT  THE  BOTTOM  O'  A 

QUARREL 

Three  of  the  fresh  arrivals,  by  their  dress  and 
bearing,  as  well  as  by  the  fact  that  they  wore  swords, 
proclaimed  themselves  to  be  of  the  rank  of  gentle- 
men. They  were  young,  one  being  a  mere  youth, 
of  about  nineteen  or  twenty.  They  were  handsome, 
too,  especially  the  youngster,  who  was  possessed  of 
beauty  of  quite  a  remarkable  type.  He  had  a  mass 
of  brown  hair  that  fell  over  a  high  white  forehead  in 
graceful  ringlets.  His  eyes  were  hazel,  and  his 
complexion  like  a  peach,  while  he  bore  himself  with 
a  stately  and  graceful  carriage  that  greatly  enhanced 
the  charms  that  Nature  had  endowed  him  with. 

The  fourth  man  was  evidently  the  servant.  He 
was  a  powerfully  built  man  of  true  Highland  type. 
He  wore  a  coarse  kilt  and  a  buff  jacket,  while  his 
legs  were  crossed  with  the  leather  thongs  peculiar 
to  the  times,  and  which  served  as  well  for  ornament 
as  to  keep  the  shoes  on.  His  only  weapon  was  a 
dirk  which  he  carried  at  his  belt. 

When  the  travellers  had  alighted,  and  shaken  the 
dust  from  their  garments  and  their  boots,  they 
called  for  a  stoup  of  liquor  each,  which  was  served 
to  them  by  Christine.  As  the  younger  man  handed 
her  back  the  empty  cup  he  touched  her  under  the 
chin  and  said  : 
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"  By  Saint  Agnes,  but  thou  art  a  pretty  wench." 

Christine  reddened,  but  making  a  low  curtsey^ 
she  answered  : 

"  I  have  been  told  that  before,  sir,  an  it  please 
you.  An  it  were  no'  a  liberty,  I  would  say  that 
your  honour  was  a  handsome  youth.'' 

His  companions  broke  into  laughter,  and  one  of 
them  struck  him  familiarly  on  the  back,  and  cried : 

"  Willie,  that's  a  braw  compliment  tae  ye." 

Willie's  face  was  scarcely  less  red  than  Christine's 
and  their  sparkling  eyes  met  in  a  glance  of  mutual 
admiration.  Then,  blushing  still  deeper,  Christine 
bounded  off  into  the  house  to  procure  the  things 
for  their  supper.  The  strangers  sauntered  to  a 
table  under  the  trees  some  few  yards  away  from  the 
Wolf  and  his  party,  whom  they  deigned  to  notice 
for  the  first  time.  The  glances  that  were  exchanged 
were  not  reassuring.  Mutual  suspicion  and  mutual 
distrust  were  engendered,  and  Willie,  bending 
forward  in  his  seat,  whispered  something  to  the 
eldest  of  his  companions,  who  seemed  to  be  the 
leader.  This  did  not  escape  the  Highlanders,  and 
one  of  them  exclaimed  with  an  angry  growl. 

"  i\n  ye  have  aught  to  say  aboot  us  speak  oot 
like  men,  and  if  it's  no  respectful  it  s  no'  your  grand 
claes  and  your  fine  swords  that  will  keep  us  from 
teaching  ye  a  lesson." 

"  We  hae  naething  to  say  aboot  ye,"  answered 
the  leader  of  the  others,  proudly  and  disdainfully. 

It's  well  for  ye  that  ye  haven't,"  retorted  the 
Highlander,  and  with  this  remark  each  party 
apparently  dismissed  the  other  from  its  mind. 

In   a   few   minutes    Christine    reappeared  in 
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company  with  her  mother,  bearing  platters  and 
cups  and  other  things,  and,  aided  by  Ronald,  the 
travellers'  servant,  proceeded  to  prepare  the  table. 

In  the  course  of  another  quarter  of  an  hour  the 
hungry  men  were  doing  full  justice  to  the  good  fare 
set  before  them.  And  when  they  had  made  a  hearty 
meal,  and  washed  it  down  with  several  flagons  of 
wine,  they  loosed  their  belts,  stretched  their  limbs, 
and  gave  themselves  up  to  their  ease.  Christine 
had  waited  on  them  during  their  supper,  and  now, 
by  their  orders,  she  replenished  their  tankards  with 
foaming  ale.  During  the  meal,  Willie  appeared  to 
have  been  entirely  smitten  by  the  girl's  charms,  and 
as  she  filled  his  tankard,  he  pulled  her  towards 
him,  and  taking  a  small  gold  chain  from  off  his 
neck,  he  placed  it  round  hers,  saying  : 

"  That  shall  be  yours  an  you  give  me  a  kiss." 

Without  any  hesitation  Christy  kissed  him,  not 
once,  but  twice.  For  such  a  bauble  she  would 
have  kissed  him  twenty  times.  But  that  kiss  was 
provocative  of  a  storm.  The  Wolf,  who  had 
watched  with  burning  jealousy  the  attention  the 
flickle  Christy  had  bestowed  upon  the  handsome 
young  stranger,  sprang  to  his  feet  with  an  oath, 
and,  seizing  a  huge  leather  bottle  that  stood  on  the 
table,  he  dashed  it  down  with  such  force  on  the 
table  of  the  opposition  party  that  the  shock  sent 
many  of  the  other  things  rolling  off. 

"  Thunder  and  lightning  !  "  he  roared.  Who 
are  ye  that  ye  hae  nae  mair  manners  than  to  tak' 
liberties  wi'  yon  lassie  ?  " 

This,  of  course,  was  inconsistent,  seeing  the 
liberties  that  he  himself  had  taken  but  a  short 
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while  previously  ;  but  then  it  was  not  a  moment 
for  such  a  man  to  be  consistent,  if,  in  fact,  he  was 
ever  consistent.  This  unwarrantable  act  of  violence 
was  the  signal  for  all  the  men  to  spring  to  their 
feet,  and  swords  and  dirks  flashed  in  the  dying 
evening  light.  The  eldest  man  of  the  new  arrivals 
stepped  in  front  of  his  companions,  and,  standing 
on  his  guard,  with  knitted  brow  and  an  angry  light 
in  his  eyes,  he  answered  : 

"  I  despise  and  scorn  you,  big  as  you  are.  I  am 
a  Cameron,  son  of  the  Laird  of  Brux.  This  is  my 
brother  Alec,  and  that  is  our  Cousin  Willie,  newly 
come  from  Edinburgh.  With  our  servant  Ronald 
we  are  four  against  you,  but  an  you  are  not  civil  the 
devil's  not  more  sure  to  get  you  at  last  than  that 
we'll  spit  you  here  on  the  spot." 

With  this  defiance  and  threat  the  Camerons 
ranged  themselves  ready  for  an  assault  ;  and  the 
Wolf  and  his  party  crowding  forward  yelled  out  : 

"  Ye  are  Camerons,  are  ye  ?  Camerons  are  dogs 
and  we  spit  on  ye !  We  are  Muats  of  Braemar, 
and  well  it  is  that  we  meet  thus." 

Blood  and  slaughter  would  have  followed  to  a 
certainty  had  not  Johnstone,  his  wife  and  daughter, 
rushed  out  and  thrown  themselves  between  the 
disputants. 

"  Good  gentleman,  good  gentleman,''  cried  the 
host  in  distress,  "  shed  not  blood  here.  I  am  a 
peace-loving  man,  and  like  not  these  quarrels. 
Put  up  your  weapons,  I  beseech  ye  ;  and  though 
ye  will  not  be  friends,  at  least  respect  my  house, 
and  settle  your  differences  when  you  leave  it." 

Christy  also  added  her  persuasions  to  those  of 
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her  father,  and  turning  to  the  Wolf  she"  clasped  his 
hand,  and  cried  pleadingly  : 

"  For  my  sake  dinna  quarrel.  Such  unseemly 
brawls  dae  nae  gude  to  anybody/' 

The  potent  spell  of  her  voice  and  touch  com- 
pletely subdued  the  Wolf,  and  catching  her  in  his 
arms,  as  if  to  annoy  his  opponents  he  hugged  her, 
and  kissing  her  said  : 

"  Ay,  witch  ye  are  right.  And  for  your  sake 
we'll  let  these  saucy  Camerons  keep  their  dirty 
blood  in  their  skins  for  the  time  being." 

The  Camerons  did  not  by  any  means  seem 
disposed  that  the  quarrel  should  terminate.  It  is 
true  they  were  outnumbered  two  to  one,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  mighty  strength  of  the  Wolf  alone, 
and  which  made  him  a  match  for  three  or  four 
men  ;  but  nevertheless,  so  strong  was  the  feeling  of 
hatred  which  the  Clan  felt  for  the  Muats  that 
they  would  have  fought  in  spite  of  the  odds.  But 
the  landlord  suceeeded  in  pacifying  them,  and  at 
last  induced  them  to  enter  the  house,  where  he 
placed  them  in  a  room  by  themselves,  and  sent  the 
pretty  Christy  to  wait  upon  them. 

It  need  hardly  be  said  that  this  arrangement  did 
not  tend  to  mollify  the  ruffled  Muats,  who,  in  spite  of 
the  darkness  having  fallen,  continued  to  sit  under  the 
trees  and  converse  in  low  tones  amongst  themselves. 

They  sat  thus  until  nine  o'clock  sounded  from 
the  Kirk.  When  rising  the  Wolf  said,  as  they  pre- 
pared to  enter  the  house  

"Tak'  gude  note  o'  the  bars  o'  the  door,, 
that  they  may  be  easily  unlatched  when  the  hoor 
comes." 
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With  this  they  entered  the  house,  and  the  host 
proceeded  to  stow  his  guests  for  the  night. 

The  Black  Bull  was  an  old  and  substantial  house, 
with  solid  walls  of  masonry  and  spacious  rooms, 
and  Johnstone  was  careful  to  stow  his  rival 
customers  in  the  respective  wings,  and  as  wide 
apart  from  each  other  as  possible.  The  Camerons 
were  placed  in  one  large  room,  and  the  Muats,  being 
more  numerous,  were  stowed  in  two  chambers  that 
connected,  and  which  were  at  the  other  end  of  the 
house  altogether. 

Having  made  this  wise  disposition,  as  he  deemed 
it,  Johnstone,  with  his  wife  and  daughter,  retired  for 
the  night.  They  occupied  a  room  in  the  centre  of 
the  building,  the  pretty  Christy  sleeping  in  a  bed  in 
the  same  room,  but  screened  off  by  a  curtain. 
And  so,  having  muttered  their  prayers,  they  be- 
took themselves  to  their  respective  couches,  and 
were  soon  fast  asleep,  nor  did  they  dream  of  the 
danger  that  menaced  them. 


CHAPTER  III 


HO  FOR  BRAEMAR,  AND  CATCH  WHO  CAN  ! 

A  SOLEMN  silence  fell  upon  the  town  as  its  in- 
habitants locked  themselves  in  their  dwellings  for 
the  night — a  silence  that  was  occasionally  broken  by 
the  cry  of  the  sleepy  watchmen  as  they  paced  their 
weary  rounds.  Presently  the  moon  rose  full  and 
clear  in  the  cloudless  sky,  silvering  the  quaint  old 
houses,  and  the  tall  churches,  and  the  rippling 
waters  of  the  Dee.  Slowly  the  hours  waned  until 
three  of  the  clock  was  cried  by  the  watchmen,  and 
soon  after  the  echo  of  their  voices  had  died  away  the 
door  of  the  hostel  of  the  Black  Bull  was  stealthily 
opened  and  a  Muat  appeared.  He  was  quickly 
followed  by  another,  and  another,  until  all  the  party 
had  assembled  excepting  the  Wolf  For  some  pur- 
pose he  had  remained  behind. 

The  Highlanders  made  their  way  to  the  stables, 
the  door  of  which  they  opened,  having  previously 
possessed  themselves  of  the  keys.  One  by  one 
they  brought  forth  their  horses,  together  with  the 
Wolfs.  And  when  they  were  mounted  before  the 
door  one  of  the  men  gave  a  shrill  whistle.  In  a 
few  minutes  a  piercing  scream  rose  on  the  night  air, 
and  the  Wolf  appeared  bearing  in  his  arms  the 
pretty  Christy.  She  still  wore  her  night  clothes, 
but  he  had  been  considerate  enough  to  envelope 
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her  in  the  bed-covering.  He  had  waited  until  he 
heard  the  preconcerted  signal,  the  whistle  which 
was  to  announce  that  the  horses  were  ready.  Then,, 
with  one  ponderous  push  of  his  enormous  shoulders 
he  had  burst  open  the  door  of  the  room  of  the  un- 
suspecting host,  and,  before  Johnstone  and  his  wife 
were  properly  awake,  the  giant  had  lifted  Christy 
out  of  her  bed,  and  in  spite  of  her  screams  and 
struggles  carried  her  in  his  arms  like  a  child  down 
the  stairs.  When  he  reached  the  portal,  he  sprang 
on  to  his  horse,  placing  the  girl,  who  had  now 
fainted,  in  front  of  him,  and  crying,  "  Ho,  for 
Braemar,  and  let  those  catch  who  can,"  he  gave  his 
horse  rein,  and,  followed  by  his  companions  galloped 
at  break-neck  speed.  They  set  their  horses  heads 
to  the  west,  and,  passing  by  Woolman  Hill,  crossed 
the  Den  Burn,  and  gained  the  open  country.  But 
though  they  had  got  a  good  start  the  pursuers  were 
at  their  heels.  When  the  Wolf  burst  into  the  room 
and  carried  off  Christy  in  such  an  impudent  and 
barefaced  manner,  the  frightened  mother  uttered  a 
scream  of  horror,  and  swooned  away.  But  her 
husband  took  in  the  situation  in  an  instant,  and^ 
springing  from  his  bed,  he  struggled  into  his  clothes 
with  marvellous  rapidity.  Then  seizing  an  old 
claymore  that  hung  on  the  wall  of  his  room,  he 
rushed  out  and  alarmed  the  rest  of  the  household. 
Some  of  them  in  fact  had  already  been  alarmed 
and  were  up. 

Instantly  all  was  a  scene  of  wild  excitement. 
The  Camerons  were  quickly  informed  of  what  had 
happened,  and  they  lost  not  an  instant  in  putting 
on  their  clothes  and   girding   on   their  swords. 
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They  were  all  eager  to  join  the  chase  after  the 
abductors,  but  none  was  more  eager  than  hand- 
some Willie.  He  burned  with  rage  and  vowed  that 
if  he  could  only  come  up  with  the  infamous  Wolf 
he  would  fight  him,  big  as  he  was,  and  punish  him 
for  the  dastardly  act  His  cousins  laughed  as  they 
thought  of  this  slim,  and  comparatively  frail  boy 
being  engaged  in  mortal  combat  with  such  a  Sam- 
son as  the  Wolf  It  seemed  so  ludicrous  that  they 
couldn't  help  laughing,  and  they  were  also  amused 
at  the  evidence  the  youth  gave  of  the  unmistake- 
able  impression  that  Christy  had  made  upon  him. 

"  I  did  not  think  that  thou  wert  so  impression- 
able, Willie,"  said  Alec,  with  a  laugh.  "  By  my 
faith  thou  wilt  have  to  steel  thyself,  for  the  lassies 
in  this  part  of  the  country  are  noted  for  their  hand- 
some looks.  Should'st  thou  fall  in  love  with  every 
pretty  lass  that  comes  in  thy  way  thou  wilt  have  a 
dozen  loves  a  day.'' 

"  It  is  the  duty  of  every  man  to  protect  a  woman 
from  insult  and  endeavour  to  succour  her  if  she  is 
in  distress,"  answered  Willie  with  quiet  dignity. 

"  That  is  a  pretty  sentiment,  cousin,"  remarked 
the  elder  Cameron,  "  and  does  credit  to  thy  heart. 
Fain  would  I  release  this  luckless  wench,  and  by 
heaven  I  long  to  teach  these  dogs  of  Muats  a 
lesson."  He  ground  his  teeth  as  he  spoke  and 
gripped  his  sword  fiercely.  "  But  hark  ye,  Willie,"  he 
went  on,  "  don't  think  that  we  have  a  child's  play 
before  us.  I  scent  blood  in  the  air,  and  rest  assured 
that  if  we  do  overtake  these  robbers  we  have  our 
work  cut  out.    The  Muats  fight  to  the  death." 

Willie  seemed  to  take  this  remark  as  somehow 
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reflecting  on  his  own  courage,  and  drawing  himself 
up  proudly,  while  his  handsome  face  reddened  with 
the  hot  blood  of  indignation,  he  exclaimed  

"  An  thou  thinkest  cousin,  that  I  have  ought  of 
the  craven  in  me,  or  that  long  odds  can  appal  me, 
ril  give  thee  proof  of  the  contrary." 

"  Nay,  nay ;  nay,  Willie,"  cried  Cameron,  in 
distress.  "  Don't  grow  angry,  boy.  I  meant  no 
reflection  on  thee.  In  truth,  thou  would'st  not  be 
cousin  to  a  Cameron  an  thou  had'st  not  the  courage 
that  marks  thy  kin." 

He  wrung  his  hand  warmly,  and  then  they  hurried 
out,  for  the  horses  were  at  the  door. 

Two  stableman  had  joined  the  party,  which  with 
the  four  Camerons  and  the  Landlord,  numbered 
seven.  With  a  cry  they  bounded  off,  and  the 
drowsy  watchmen  they  met  on  the  road  stared  in 
stupid  amazement  at  these  flying  horsemen,  for 
verily  they  seemed  to  fly  as  they  tore  along  regard- 
less of  ruts  or  holes.  Fortunately  the  moon  was  so 
brilliant  that  they  had  ample  light ;  and,  guessing 
that  the  abductors  would  make  direct  for  their  own 
country,  they  headed  for  the  Den  Burn,  and 
crossing  it  by  a  ford  they  gained  the  Corby  Heugh. 
They  kept  up  their  break-neck  speed  for  a  full  hour, 
until  they  were  obliged  to  draw  rein  and  give  their 
distressed  horses  time  to  breathe. 

In  a  very  few  minutes,  however,  they  were  off 
again,  and  continued  their  desperate  ride  into  the 
well  afforested  country,  which  stretched  away  to 
the  west,  to  where  the  lofty  Grampians  rear  their 
heads  to  the  clouds,  and  lordly  Don  rises  in  the 
lonely  morass  sixty  odd  miles  away.    Of  road  as 
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understood  now  there  was  none.  It  was  simply  a 
beaten  track  treacherous  as  a  bog  in  wet  weather ; 
but  as  there  had  been  an  absence  of  rain  for  some 
time,  it  was  now  dry,  though  full  of  holes  and  deep 
depressions,  that  made  riding  a  ticklish  matter. 
Nevertheless  the  reckless  horsemen  swept  on  like 
an  avalanche,  the  hoofs  of  their  animals  thundering 
on  the  hard  ground,  and  a  whirlwind  of  dust  circling 
around  them,  and  following  them  like  a  cloud. 

Suddenly  an  exclamation  of  surprise  and  joy 
broke  simultaneously  from  the  little  party;  for  there 
ahead  of  them,  in  a  small  clearing  near  a  burn  were 
the  fugitives.  It  was  evident  something  had 
happened,  for  they  were  all  dismounted,  and  one  of 
their  animals  was  stretched  in  a  dying  state  upon 
the  ground.  It  was  the  horse  of  the  Wolf,  which 
powerful  though  it  was,  and  used  to  the  enormous 
weight  of  its  master,  was  not  equal  to  the  extra 
burden  imposed  upon  it  in  the  person  of  Christy, 
and,  after  exerting  itself  to  its  utmost  capacity,  it 
had  suddenly  reeled  and  stumbled,  throwing  its 
riders  off  and  itself  rolling  in  the  dust  in  a  dying 
state,  for  it  had  burst  a  blood  vessel.  But  this  was 
not  the  worst !  The  pretty  and  ill-starred  Christy 
Johnstone  had  been  pitched  with  such  tremendous 
force  against  a  tree  that  her  skull  had  been  fractured 
and  her  neck  broken,  and  she  was  lying  dead  on  the 
sward.  As  the  other  party  dashed  up  the  unhappy 
father  realised  that  his  daughter  was  seriously 
injured  but  did  not  then  know  that  she  was  dead. 
He  sprang  from  his  horse  and  fell  prostrate  across 
her  body,  and  then,  realising  that  she  was  dead,  he 
uttered  a  piercing  wail  of  agony. 
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In  the  meantime  the  Camerons  had  also  jumped 
from  their  horses,  and  with  bared  weapons  were 
recklessly  rushing  on  their  enemies,  when  the  leader 
of  the  Braemar  men  thew  himself  between  them, 
and  exclaimed  in  stentorian  and  commanding 
tones : 

"  Hold  your  wrath !  By  the  heaven  above  us  I 
charge  ye."  His  tone  and  manner  and  the  whole 
scene  were  so  awe-inspiring  that  the  others  drew 
back,  but  stood  on  their  guard.  "  Let  us  not  shed 
more  blood  now,"  he  went  on.  "  This  is  an 
unhappy  affair  and  that  puir  dead  lassie  is  the 
the  victim.  Let  us  cement  our  feud  for  the  time 
and  join  in  the  wailing  for  the  sweet  flower  that's 
been  so  untimely  cut  down." 

The  reference  to  the  poor  girl's  death  had  exactly 
the  opposite  effect  from  that  the  speaker  intended  it 
should  have,  and  its  effect  was  specially  marked  on 
Willie,  who  seemed  maddened  into  a  rage  that 
blinded  him,  and  with  his  drawn  sword  he  rushed 
like  a  furious  animal  on  the  Wolf,  who  had  been 
standing  near  where  the  body  lay,  and  seemed 
deeply  sorrow-stricken  at  the  mischief  he  had 
caused.  Taken  off  his  guard,  he  was  struck  by  the 
point  of  Willie's  sword,  that  went  clean  through  the 
muscles  of  his  left  arm.  This  was  the  signal  for  a 
general  melee.  But  so  sudden  and  savage  was  the 
onslaught  of  the  Camerons  that  the  others  were 
caught  at  a  complete  disadvantage.  Moreover, 
being  armed  only  with  dirks,  they  had  no  chance 
against  their  opponents'  swords.  For  a  few  minutes 
there  was  an  exciting  struggle  until  one  of  the 
Muats  was  run  clean  through  the  body  by  the  elder 
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Cameron.  Then  the  others  deeming  discretion  the 
better  part  of  valour  under  the  circumstances, 
turned,  and  springing  on  their  horses  with  the 
agility  begotten  by  long 'practice,  galloped  off,  all 
except  the  Wolf. 

The  man,  rendered  furious  by  the  wound  he  had 
received  at  the  hands  of  the  boy  Willie,  his  truly 
wolfish  nature  displayed  itself  With  a  roar  like  that 
of  a  savage  beast,  and  in  spite  of  his  wound,  he  rushed 
on  the  lad,  whose  sword,  although  skilfully  handled, 
could  afford  him  no  protection  against  the  impetous 
of  such  a  tremendous  weight.  With  a  sweep  of  his 
gigantic  arm,  the  Wolf  seized  his  opponent  s  sword 
in  his  hand,  and  wrenching  it  from  him,  flung  it 
away.  Then  catching  the  unfortunate  youth  in  his 
grip,  he  dashed  him  to  the  ground  with  awful  force. 
But  his  insensate  fury  was  not  yet  appeased.  In 
fact  his  bloodthirsty  appetite  seemed  only  to  be 
whetted,  for,  seizing  the  now  stunned  lad  between 
his  hands,  he  squeezed  him  with  such  force  that  he 
broke  several  of  his  ribs  and  then  hurled  him  from 
him  a  mangled  and  bleeding  mass. 

All  the  incidents  of  this  terrible  scene  had  crowded 
into  the  space  of  a  few  minutes,  and  it  was  only 
when  the  Camerons  had  put  their  enemies  to  flight 
that  they  realised  the  awful  tragedy  enacted  by  the 
Wolf,  who,  panting  and  blood-stained,  and  glaring 
and  snorting  like  a  savage  beast  at  bay,  had  seized 
a  ponderous  branch  that  was  lying  on  the  ground, 
and  with  this  as  a  weapon  and  with  his  back  to  a 
tree,  he  was  prepared  for  any  attack  that  might 
be  made  upon  him.  But  the  Camerons  with  a  wail 
and  a  coronach  that  arose  solemnly  in  the  forest,  fell 
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on  their  knees  beside  the  crushed  body  of  their 
dead  cousin. 

It  was  a  sad  ending  to  the  promising  young  life. 
Willie  was  a  second  cousin  and  had  come  from 
Edinburgh  on  his  first  visit  to  the  Highlands,  and 
was  going  to  spend  some  time  with  his  kindred  at 
Brux  Castle.  The  cousins  had  been  to  meet  him 
on  his  way  from  the  southern  city,  and  it  must 
have  been  an  evil  destiny  indeed  that  directed  their 
steps  to  the  Black  Bull  at  the  very  moment  that 
the  Wolf  and  his  party  were  there.  It  was  strange 
too,  that  the  delicate  beautiful  boy,  and  the  gigantic, 
beast-like  man,  should  both  have  been  suddenly 
inflamed  by  the  pretty  face  of  the  giddy  Christy, 
who  all  unwittingly  was  the  cause  of  the  dark 
tragedy.  Spite  and  jealousy  had  induced  the  Wolf 
to  carry  her  off,  and  jealousy  and  grief  had  caused 
the  boy  to  so  rashly  attack  his  gigantic  opponent. 
And  now  boy  and  girl  both  lay  dead.  It  was  a 
dark  day's  work,  but  it  was  only  the  prologue  to  a 
lurid  and  tragic  drama  that  was  to  follow. 

The  unhappy  Johnstone  seemed  inconsolable  and 
tore  his  hair  and  moaned,  and  wept  over  the  lifeless 
body  of  his  child,  whose  pretty  face  was  now  the 
hue  of  marble  and  distorted  with  fright. 

Taking  advantage  of  the  occupation  of  his  foes, 
the  Wolf,  who,  in  spite  of  his  great  strength,  was 
showing  signs  of  weakness  from  loss  of  blood, 
which  poured  from  his  wound,  mounted  a  riderless 
horse  and  rode  off  in  search  of  his  companions. 

At  length  reason  began  to  assert  itself  over  the 
terrible  grief,  and  both  Johnstone  and  the  Camerons 
saw  that  something  must  be  done  and  so  the  two 
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bodies  were  tenderly  raised  to  the  respective  saddles 
of  two  horses,  and  then  the  little  cavalcade  slowly 
wended  its  way  back  to  the  town — a  sorrowful 
procession  indeed.  On  their  arrival  the  Black  Bull 
was  a  scene  of  weeping  and  wailing,  and  with  wild 
shrieks  of  grief  the  unhappy  mother  poured  forth  a 
string  of  maledictions  on  those  who  were  responsible 
for  her  dear  child's  death. 

The  Camerons  only  remained  long  enough  to 
procure  a  rough  litter  for  the  body  of  their  dead 
kinsman.  And  this  done,  they  started  off  with 
heavy  hearts  for  their  home,  and  to  lay  the  body 
in  Kildrummy  Kirkyard,  where  their  ancestors  slept. 


CHAPTER  IV 


WAD  SOONER  WED  Wl'  A   DEIL  OUT   O'  THE 
INFERNAL  REGIONS" 

On  the  south  bank  of  the  Don,  and  in  a  v/ild  and 
secluded  valley,  stood  the  Castle  of  Brux,  then  the 
property  of  Cameron,  the  Laird  of  Brux.  The 
Castle  had  no  pretence  to  luxury  ;  for  it  had  been 
built,  and  was  maintained  as  a  Highland  stronghold 
and  a  place  of  refuge  in  times  of  danger.  It  was  a 
plain  almost  square  building,  with  a  round  tower 
and  battlemented  roof  The  surrounding  scenery 
was  savage  and  stern.  Eagles  reared  their  broods 
on  the  rocky  hills,  and  wolves  prowled  in  the 
neighbouring  forests,  while  the  echoes  of  the  glens 
were  frequently  awakened,  and  the  hills  resounded 
v/ith  the  fierce  cries  of  contending  clans.  The 
Laird  of  Brux  was  a  powerful  chief,  though  he 
himself  was  a  vassal  to  the  Earl  of  Mar.  He  had 
three  sons  and  a  daughter.  The  sons,  James,  Alec, 
and  Angus,  were  like  most  young  men  of  the  day, 
noted  for  their  powers  both  in  the  chase  and  the 
fight.  Kate  Cameron  had  the  proud  reputation  of 
being  the  handsomest  girl  in  the  valley  of  Strathdon, 
and  many  a  young  fellow  pined  for  a  favouring 
glance  of  her  dark  eyes. 

The  Lady  of  Brux  was  a  fitting  wife  to  her 


/  wad  sooner  zved  wi  a  deiiy  33 

husband,  and  a  mother  for  her  sons.  She  seemed 
to  have  something  of  the  sternness  of  her  native 
mountains  in  her  nature,  alHed  to  the  eagle's  bold- 
ness and  fierceness.  That  is  when  she  was  aroused 
by  real  or  fancied  wrong.  Fear  of  danger  she  knew 
not,  and  she  could  look  without  a  shudder  upon  the 
gaping  wounds  and  dying  agonies  of  the  enemies  of 
her  house,  when  the  rival  clans  had  met  foot  to  foot 
and  breast  to  breast  to  contend  for  supremacy.  And 
such  fights  as  these  were  of  so  frequent  occurrence 
that  the  dwellers  in  the  valley  became  inured  to 
bloodshed  and  dying  shrieks.  The  Camerons,  like 
all  other  powerful  families  of  the  Highlands,  were 
fighting  people.  In  fact  fighting  was  a  very 
necessity  of  their  position  ;  for  he  who  owned  any- 
thing in  these  lawless  days  had  to  guard  his 
possessions  with  the  sword. 

The  head  of  the  family,  if  he  had  sons,  took 
good  care  that  from  their  very  earliest  youth  they 
should  be  trained  in  feats  of  strength  and  in 
the  use  of  arms,  and  they  were  encouraged  by  every 
possible  means  to  become  skilful  in  outwitting  their 
enemies. 

The  spirit  which  thus  animated  the  brothers 
naturally  affected  the  sisters  to  a  large  extent.  And 
if  they  were  disqualified  physically  to  share  in  the 
arduous  and  dangerous  undertakings  of  their  male 
kindred,  they  were  by  no  means  lacking  in  those 
qualities  of  mind  which  were  in  accord  with  the 
exciting  times  in  which  they  lived.  They  could 
cherish  feelings  of  revenge  as  well  as  the  most 
hardened  of  the  men ;  and  they  could  be  as  pitiless 
to  their  enemies  as  Death  itself 
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The  Laird  and  Lady  of  Brux  were  proud,  as  well 
they  might  be,  of  their  three  stalwart  sons  and 
handsome  daughter.  Kate  was  bonny,  and  on  her 
they  set  the  hopes  of  their  house  ;  for  by  means  of 
a  wealthy  marriage  the  family  greatness  and  power 
could  be  increased. 

As  yet  Kate  was  very  young,  but  nevertheless 
the  careful  and  thoughtful  Lady  of  Brux  had  long 
been  casting  her  eyes  about  for  a  suitable  person  to 
mate  with  handsome  Kate,  when  she  in  due  course 
of  time  arrived  at  a  marriageable  age.  But  up  to 
this  time  she  had  failed  to  find  anyone  she  con- 
sidered worthy  of  so  great  a  prize,  although  she 
knew  that  there  was  scarcely  a  young  man  for 
many  miles  around,  who  would  have  hesitated  for 
an  instant  to  have  risked  the  ordeal  of  battle  for 
Katie's  sake.  At  last  she  began  to  think  seriously 
of  a  young  kinsman  of  the  girl,  a  Willie  O'Neil  who 
resided  in  Edinburgh.  The  O'Neils  were  a  branch 
of  the  family  created  by  the  union  of  a  female 
Cameron  with  an  O'Neil.  The  CNeil's  were 
renowned  no  less  for  their  handsome  persons  than 
for  the  great  wealth  that  was  possessed  by  various 
branches  of  the  family. 

The  Lady  of  Brux  had  never  seen  her  young 
kinsman,  Willie  O'Neil,  but  the  fame  of  his  hand- 
some face  had  reached  her  and  she  knew  that  he  was 
heir  to  riches.  Now  good  looks  and  riches  consti- 
tuted a  prize  that  was  well  worth  looking  after,  and 
so,  with  all  the  ceremony  befitting  such  an  im- 
portant event,  a  letter  was  dispatched  by  special 
messenger  to  Edinburgh,  inviting  handsome  Willie 
to  come  North  and   visit  his   kinsfolk   in  the 
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Highlands.  Nothing  was  said  about  Kate,  but  the 
anxious  mother  hoped  that  when  the  two  young 
people  came  together  they  would  mutually  fall  in 
love  with  each  other,  and  with  those  arts  and  wiles 
which  a  woman  is  privileged  to,  and  knows  so  well 
how  to  use,  she  would  be  enabled  to  make  a  match 
between  her  daughter  and  Willie. 

In  due  time  it  was  intimated,  much  to  the  Lady's 
delight,  that  the  invitation  had  been  accepted,  and 
that  Willie  would  set  out  on  his  journey  on  a 
certain  day.  At  once  preparations  were  begun  to 
give  the  visitor  a  fitting  reception,  and  impress 
him  with  a  due  sense  of  the  greatness  and  power 
of  his  Highland  kin.  The  eldest  and  second 
sons,  together  with  a  trusted  and  faithful  retainer, 
were  deputed  to  meet  their  relation  on  the  way 
and  escort  him  back.  And  now,  as  we  introduce 
the  reader  to  Brux  Castle,  all  is  bustle  and  ex- 
pectancy, as  in  a  few  days  the  important  visitor 
from  the  South  will  arrive.  Had  he  in  fact  been 
a  Royal  personage  who  had  deigned  to  honour 
this  Highland  family  with  his  presence,  there 
could  scarcely  have  been  more  fuss  and  prepara- 
tion made.  My  Lady,  at  the  head  of  a  little  army 
of  retainers  had  furbished  up  the  grim  old  strong- 
hold, and  had  endeavoured  to  impart  to  it  such 
an  air  of  comfort  and  cheerfulness  as  she  deemed 
would  be  appreciated  by  the  young  visitor,  for, 
as  she  observed  to  "  Song  Jamie."  a  faithful  old 
retainer,  who  had  been  in  the  princely  service  for 
upwards  of  fifty  years  

*'Ye  see,  Jamie,  we  maun  gie  him  a  fitting 
welcome,  for  thae  laddies  wha'  live  i'  the  great 
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toons  think  high  and  mighty  o'  theirselves, 
especially  when  there's  muckle  siller." 

Ay,  my  Leddy/'  answered  James  drily,  "  but 
maybe  his  dainty  tastes  will  no  suit  oor  rough 
Hielan'  manners." 

Hoot,  man,  Jamie,"  exclaimed  the  Lady  hotly, 
for  she  did  not  like  to  think  that  she  and  her  family 
were  not  just  as  polished  as  those  who  had  the 
advantage  of  living  in  towns.  "  If  he's  no  satisfied 
wi'  what  we  can  gi'e  him  he  can  tak'  himself  awa' 
again.  But,  Jamie,  man,  Fm  no  a  woman  and  a 
gran'  Hielan'  leddy  to  boot,  if  he  has  any  e'en  for 
aught  but  sonsie  Kate's  face." 

"  Aye,  my  Leddy,  ane  needna  fash  ane's  thoom  on 
that  score.  For  he'd  be  a  puir  doylt  if  he  didna  fa' 
in  love  at  once  wi'  so  weel'  faured  a  lassie." 

The  Lady  of  Brux  smiled  with  conscious  pride 
at  the  old  man's  remark,  for  she  loved  to  hear  her 
daughter  praised,  and  she  would  have  been  inclined 
to  use  a  much  stronger  term  than  doylt  in  referring 
to  any  young  man  who  failed  to  be  impressed  by 
handsome  Kate's  winsomeness. 

While  this  conversation  was  going  on,  Kate  and 
her  brother  Angus  and  their  father,  the  Laird,  were 
returning  home  from  a  hawking  ride.  They  had 
with  them  about  thirty  retainers  and  friends,  and 
were  a  merry  party,  making  the  hills  echo  and 
resound  again  with  their  songs  and  laughter. 

The  Laird  of  Brux  was  a  powerful  man,  with 
grey  hair  and  a  deeply  marked  weather-beaten  face. 

He  rode  in  the  midst  of  his  followers,  laughing 
and  chatting ;  but,  with  the  habit  begotten  of 
never  relaxing  vigilance,  his  small,  keen,  grey  eyes 
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were  as  restless  as  the  hooded  falcon  he  carried  on 
his  wrist,  and  they  constantly  searched  the  country 
— from  the  summit  of  the  bald  windswept  hills  to 
the  dark  ravines  wherein  the  purple  shadows  lurked. 
He  wore  a  heavy  claymore  at  his  side,  and  a  for- 
midable skein  was  stuck  in  his  belt,  shewing  that 
though  he  had  come  out  on  pleasure  he  was  pre- 
pared for  any  emergency. 

Kate  and  her  brother  were  riding  a  little  behind, 
Angus  was  a  stout  youth  and  seemed  the  very 
picture  of  health  and  lusty  strength.  But  no  fairer 
sight  could  surely  have  been  seen  in  all  that  country 
side  than  bonnie  Kate  Cameron.  Well  might  her 
father  and  mother  feel  proud  of  her,  and  well  might 
the  youths  of  the  valley  cast  admiring  and  longing 
glances  at  her  truly  beautiful  face.  The  healthful 
life  she  led,  and  the  pure  air  of  her  native  mountains, 
had  given  her  a  complexion  that  was  a  rival  to  the 
most  delicate  peach  that  ever  ripened  under 
Southern  sun.  Her  lips  were  moist  and  red  and 
when  parted  revealed  a  set  of  brilliantly  white  and 
perfectly  even  teeth.  Her  dark  brown  eyes  shaded 
by  long,  drooping,  silken  lashes,  were  full  of  fire, 
and  changed  with  every  changing  emotion  of  her 
mind.  A  dainty,  jaunty  cap  in  which  was  an 
eagle's  plume,  was  set  gracefully  on  her  stately 
head,  and  beneath  it  was  a  mass  of  clustering  nut- 
brown  hair.  Although  as  yet  a  mere  girl  she  had 
a  pliant  well  rounded  figure,  without  an  angularity 
that  could  have  offended  the  most  critical  taste. 
She  wore  round  her  waist  a  broad  belt,  from  which 
was  suspended  a  jewelled  dagger,  not  as  a  mere 
ornament,  for  Kate,  young  as  she  was,  lacked  no 
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skill  in  its  use,  nor  would  she  have  been  wanting  in 
courage  to  use  it  if  occasion  had  arisen.  In  fact, 
no  one  could  look  upon  Kate's  face,  beautiful  as  it 
was,  without  being  struck  by  the  iron  will  which  it 
so  unmistakably  indicated.  This  will  asserted  it- 
self in  an  almost  alarming  manner  when  anything 
angered  her  or  touched  her  pride.  Then  would  she 
knit  her  brows  and  compress  her  lips,  which,  added 
to  her  glowing  eyes  and  heaving  bosom,  told  that 
it  was  dangerous  to  trifle  with  her.  And  woman 
though  she  was,  she  could  be  a  relentless  enemy. 
But  that  was  only  in  accordance  with  the  traditions 
of  her  family,  for  the  Camerons  as  friends  were  as 
staunch  as  steel,  but  woe  betide  those  who  offended 
them.  The  she  tiger  robbed  of  her  young  was  not 
more  bloodthirsty  or  savage. 

Angus,  probably  as  being  the  youngest,  was  her 
favourite  brother,  and  they  were  seldom  long  away 
from  each  other.  He  was  fond  of  teasing  her,  and 
never  lost  an^opportunity  of  having  a  little  sly  fun 
if  he  could. 

For  [some  little  time  she  had  ridden  along  in 
rather  a  pensive  way,  and  as  though  her  thoughts 
were  deeply  absorbed  with  some  important  subject. 
Noticing  this,  Angus  cried  out — 

"  Katy,  what  are^e  going  to  dae  wi'  yon  southern 
laddie  when  he  comes  ?  "  referring  of  course  to  the 
visitor  from  Edinburgh. 

Make  a  Hielander  of  him  and  teach  him  to 
fight,"  answered^his^^sister  briskly. 

"  By  my  faith,'then,  ye'll  hae  your  work  cut  oot. 
For  if  it  s  true  that  ane  hears  aboot  these  city 
gallants,  they^ken  mair  aboot  dicing  and  playing 
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cards  and  picking  up  ladies'  handkerchiefs  than 
they  do  aboot  fechting.  Fve  een  heard  say  that 
they  powther  themselves  and  pit  scent  on  their 
claes.  Faugh !  Think  on't.  A  man-pouthering 
and  scenting !  Why  it's  enough  to  make  ane 
vomit." 

"  Angus ! "  cried  his  sister  sternly,  "  Haud  yer 
tongue  and  dinna  clack  aboot  things  ye  hae  nae 
knowledge  of.  I'll  wager  ye  a  new  hood  for  your 
falcon  that  this  WilHe  O'Neil  is  no  ane  of  thae 
painted  and  scented  dolls  that  ye  talk  of  For 
remember  he  has  the  blood  of  the  Camerons  in  his 
veins  ;  and  when  was  a  Cameron  lacking  in  manly 
qualities  ?  " 

"  When  he  was  a  woman ! "  answered  Angus, 
laughing  at  his  own  wit. 

Oh  ye  dyolt,"  exclaimed  his  sister,  I  dinna  see 
any  wit  in  that  remark.  Ye  ken  weel  I  was 
referring  to  the  men." 

*'Ye  are  aye  fond  o'  referring  to  the  men/' 
remarked  her  brother,  with  a  merry  twinkle  in  his 
eye.  "  But  if  I  read  our  Lady  Mither's  thochts 
right,  she  intends  ye  to  mate  wi'  Willie  O'Neil.  But 
in  my  way  o'  thinking,  it  would  be  better  that  you 
should  wed  wi'  ane  of  the  Muats,  and  join  their 
lands  to  our  ain.  Moreover  it  would  pit  an  end  to 
the  strife  between  us.  For  there's  nae  muckle  guid 
to  came  oot  o'  this  constant  cutting  o'  each  others 
thrapples." 

The  hot  blood  sprang  up  into  her  face  at  these 
words,  and  the  danger  light  displayed  itself  in  her 
eyes. 

"  Are  ye  daft,  Angus  Cameron,"  she  cried,  as  she 
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checked  her  horse  with  such  suddeness  as  to  almost 
throw  it  on  to  its  haunches.  "  Wed  with  a  Muat  ? 
Me  mate  wi'  a  Muat !  I  would  sooner  wed  wi'  a 
deil  out  o'  the  infernal  regions,  for  maybe  I  might 
come  to  love  him  and  maybe  he  wad  respect  me. 
Wed  wi'  a  Muat ! She  drew  her  dagger  as  she 
spoke,  and  making  a  flourish  in  the  air  with  it,  she 
said  fiercely,  "  I  wad  sooner  plunge  my  skein  into  a 
Muat's  heart  up  till  the  hilt,  and  drink  the  warm 
blood  that  spurted  oot  o'  the  wound.  That  might 
gie  me  pleasure,  but  to  mate  wi'  ane  would  be  to 
torture  myself  into  madness." 

Her  whole  manner  had  undergone  a  change. 
Her  face  was  filled  with  passion  that  seemed 
strangely  out  of  place  there.  One  would  hardly  have 
thought  it  possible  that  she  could  have  displayed 
such  passion  and  fiery  anger.  But  it  only  served 
to  shew  how  deep  rooted  were  the  ancient  feuds 
between  clan  and  clan,  and  how  undying  was  the 
hatred  even  of  women  for  the  enemies  of  the  house. 

Angus  was  a  little  surprised  at  the  fierce  tone 
displayed  by  his  sister.  In  speaking  as  he  had 
done,  however,  he  had  only  given  expression  to  a 
sentiment  he  had  long  entertained.  Nor  does  it 
reflect  upon  his  courage  and  heart  that  he  held  such 
views ;  for  he  had  the  courage  of  a  lion  and  his 
staunchness  was  beyond  question.  But,  young  as 
he  was,  he  knew  that  the  Muats  were  the  hereditary 
enemies  of  his  Clan.  The  Laird  of  Muat,  who  was 
also  a  vassal  of  the  Earl  of  Mar,  had  thrown  off  his 
allegiance  to  that  chieftian,  and  had  for  a  long  time 
harried  the  Camerons,  who  had  remained  true  to 
their  oath  of  vassalage.     And  so  between  the  rival 
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clansmen  there  existed  a  bitter  feud,  and  for  any  of 
them  to  meet  meant  to  a  certainty  almost  that  blood 
would  be  shed. 

Angus  knew  all  this  and  in  his  youthful  mind,  he 
often  wondered  why  there  should  be  this  constant 
pouring  out  of  blood  when  no  good  ever  seemed  to 
come  of  it.  He  was  aware,  also,  that  Muat  was 
wealthy  and  powerful  and  had  handsome  sons,  and 
it  struck  him  that  if  his  sister  Kate  were  to  marry 
one  of  these  youths  it  would  put  an  end  to  the  feud 
and  cement  the  two  houses,  as  well  as  unite  their 
wealth.  And  he  was  right ;  but  he  was  a  little 
before  his  time.  The  passions  of  the  contending 
parties  were  too  strong,  and  there  was  too  much  wet 
blood  yet,  to  allow  of  such  a  sudden  and  amicable 
healing  up  of  their  differences. 

Although  he  felt  that  he  was  in  the  right,  he  saw 
that  he  had  hurt  his  sister  s  feelings,  and  he  would 
have  offered  her  some  apology,  but  she  pricked  her 
horse's  sides  and  joined  the  rest  of  the  party,  which 
was  nearing  the  Castle  of  Brux. 
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CHAPTER  V 


WILD  MADGE  O'  THE  HILLS  AND  WHAT  SHE  SAW 

As  the  cavalcade  rounded  a  mass  of  rock,  that 
partly  obstructed  their  way,  the  Laird's  horse  reared 
and  gave  manifest  signs  of  fright,  and  no  wonder, 
for  it  beheld  a  strange  sight.  Seated  on  a  fallen 
tree,  in  a  huddled  up  and  crouching  position,  like  a 
baboon  was  a  startling  looking  figure.  At  the  first 
glance  one  could  easily  have  mistaken  it  for  a 
baboon  ;  but  a  closer  inspection  would  have  proved 
the  mistake,  for  mistake  it  would  have  been  since 
the  figure  was  that  of  a  woman.  It  was  almost  like 
a  libel  on  the  name  of  a  woman  to  call  this  animal- 
like creature  one ;  but  nevertheless  it  was  true. 

Her  scraggy  body  was  covered  with  the  hairy 
skin  of  a  goat,  that  left  her  long  thin  arms  and  neck 
bare.  She  had  a  great  quantity  of  matted  tow-like 
hair,  of  a  dirty  red  hue,  that  fell  about  her  shoulders 
and  partly  over  her  face.  The  skin  of  her  neck  and 
arms  were  bronzed  to  a  deep  copper  colour,  and  her 
face  was  puckered  and  wrinkled  in  the  most  extra- 
ordinary manner,  while  her  deep  sunken  eyes 
glowed  from  beneath  a  ragged  fringe  of  hair. 

To  say  that  she  was  ugly  would  hardly  have 
expressed  it.     She  was  revolting,  because,  while 
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being  a  woman,  her  savage  and  dreadful  condition 
was  so  suggestive  of  the  ape.  And  as  she  sat  there 
on  the  tree,  with  her  long  bony  arms  encircling  her 
bony  legs  and  her  peaked  chin  resting  on  her  knees, 
she  was  a  sight  well  calculated  to  frighten  men  as 
well  as  beasts. 

As  his  shieing  horse  almost  caused  the  Laird  of 
Brux  to  lose  his  seat,  he  exclaimed  fiercely  as  he 
recovered  himself 

"  Ye  eldritch  beast,  Madge,  ye  gyre-carline,  what 
are  ye  daein'  there  ?  Tak'  yersel'  awa'  to  yer  ain 
pairt  o'  the  hills,  and  dinna  come  doon  on  tae  my 
lands.  Ye  hae  the  cloot,  and  I  dinna  want  tae  hae 
daein  s  wi'  ye." 

She  rose  very  slowly  and  deliberately  from  her 
position,  and  shook  herself  like  an  animal.  Her 
feet  and  legs  to  the  knees  were  bare,  and  the  skin 
copper  coloured,  as  were  the  other  exposed  parts 
of  her  body.  She  was  tall  and  gaunt,  and  as 
uncanny  a  looking  object  as  one  would  care  to 
meet. 

She  was  a  poor  half-demented  creature,  said  to 
be  gifted  with  the  power  of  second  sight ;  and  she 
was  known  far  and  wide  as  "Wild  Madge  o'  the 
Hills.''  It  was  commonly  rumoured  that  in  her 
youth  she  had  been  good-looking,  and  was  engaged 
to  be  married  to  a  young  man  who  was  conse- 
quently killed  in  a  quarrel.  Madge  made  a  vow 
then  that  never  again  would  she  sleep  under  a  roof 
or  wash  herself  or  wear  any  other  clothes  but  a 
goat  skin.  She  had  kept  this  vow,  and  had 
prowled  about  for  half  a  century  leading  the  life  of 
an  animal.  Her  dreadful  appearance,  and  her  claims 
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to  that  supernatural  power,  inspired  awe,  and 
though  nobody  ever  molested  her,  everyone  feared 
her ;  for  it  was  generally  believed  that  she  could 
put  spells  upon  people,  and  turn  those  she  did  not 
like  into  dreadful  shapes,  and  afflict  them  with  all 
sorts  of  alarming  illnesses. 

Between  her  and  the  Laird  of  Brux  there  was 
not  much  good  feeling,  for  she  frequently  prowled 
about  his  estate,  and  had  once  bewitched  some  of 
his  cattle  so  that  a  number  of  them  died  of  a 
mysterious  disease.  For  this  he  had  had  her 
whipped,  and  ducked  in  a  loch,  and  had  threatened 
that  if  ever  she  interfered  with  his  affairs  again  he 
would  hang  her  on  the  dool  tree  that  stood  near 
the  entrance  gate  of  his  Castle. 

Standing  now  like  a  statue  she  raised  her  arm  in 
a  horizontal  position,  and  pointing  her  scraggy 
index  finger  at  him,  and  yet  seeming  not  to  look  at 
him,  but  through  him,  she  spoke  in  a  tone  that  was 
hollow,  harsh,  and  as  uncanny  in  its  sounds  as  the 
creature  herself :  "  Laird  o'  Brux,"  she  said  in  a 
dreaming  way,  "  'Estreen  I  sleepit  i'  Kildrummy 
Kirkyard  amang  the  banes  of  deid  men.  A'  nicht 
lang  the  sky  greeted  and  the  wind  soughed,  and 
there  were  queer  things  crawlin'  aboot,  and  I  saw 
the  graves  open  and  the  ghaists  cam'  up  oot  o' 
them,  wrappit  in  their  death  claes,  and  wi'  their 
fingers  burnin*  wi'  blue  lichts.  It  was  a  gruesome 
sicht,  but  I  was  no  fleurit,  and  sune  I  saw  a  waur 
sicht  than  that,  I  saw  a  braw  laddie  wi'  fair  hair 
dabbled  wi'  bluid,  and  I  saw  the  bluid  dreepin'  and 
dreepin'  

"  Haud  your  babbling  tongue,"  cried  the  Laird 


Wild  Madge  d  the  Hills  45 


angrily,  interrupting  her,  as  her  strange  manner 
and  eerisome  words  made  his  flesh  creep,  and  he 
endeavoured  to  urge  his  horse  forward.  But  she 
seized  the  bridle,  and  restrained  the  animal,  and 
answered  solemnly : 

"Ye  maun  hear  me,  Laird,  for  there  is  woe 
coming  tae  ye.  A'  the  nicht  while  the  ghaists  were 
oot  o'  their  graves  I  heard  the  coronach,  and  bluid 
filled  my  een  till  a'  things  afore  me  were  bluidy, 
and  I  saw  the  fair-heided  laddie  brought  to  your 
ain  door.  Laird  " 

The  Laird's  face  paled,  for  he  shared  in  the 
common  belief  in  second  sight,  and  the  prophetic- 
like  utterances  of  this  hag  alarmed  him.  Jerking 
the  bridle  from  her  grasp,  he  turned  to  one  of  his 
servants,  who  was  riding  at  his  side,  and  said  : 

"Get  aff  your  beast  man,  and  pit  the  gomeril 
awa\" 

The  man  seemed  loth  to  do  this  bidding,  for  he 
was  frightened  of  her ;  but,  before  he  could  even 
carry  out  the  order,  she  drew  herself  up  proudly 
and  said  : 

"  Dinna  lay  hand  on  me,  or  ye'll  greet  afore  the 
day's  dune. 

"  I  tell  ye,  Laird,  there's  woe  coming  tae  your 
hoose.  They  are  bringing  ye  a  deid  ane  hame.  I 
hear  the  coronach,  and  I  hear  the  sounds  of  their 
feet  as  they  tramp,  tramp,  alang  wi'  their  bluidy 
burden." 

The  Laird  would  hear  no  more.  A  cold  per- 
spiration had  broken  out  upon  him,  as  he  thought 
of  his  absent  sons,  against  whom  this  witch-woman's 
words  seemed  directed.    He  spurred  his  horse,  and 
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rode  forward,  followed  by  the  rest,  and  was  joined 
in  the  course  of  a  few  yards  by  Kate  and  Angus, 
who  had,  of  course,  overheard  all  that  passed,  and 
were  scarcely  less  alarmed  than  their  father.  But 
wishing  to  offer  him  some  comfort,  they  shot  ahead 
of  the  others  and  came  up  alongside  of  him. 

"  Dinna  fash  yersel'  father,  aboot  yon  eldritch 
creature's  words,"  said  Angus,  "  she's  feckless  tae 
dae  ye  harm." 

"  Hoot  Angus,"  said  his  father  irritably,  "  she 
has  the  second  sight,  and  she  can  see  mair  things 
than  you  or  me." 

Angus  said  nothing  more  then,  as  he  was  quite 
of  the  Laird's  mind,  for  superstitious  fears  had  taken 
hold  of  him. 

Brux  Castle,  like  most  strongholds  of  the  period, 
possessed  a  large  quadrangle  or  courtyard,  this  was 
protected  by  an  outer  wall,  battlemented  and  loop- 
holed,  and  entrance  to  the  yard  was  gained  by  a 
large  gateway,  closed  with  a  massive  iron  gate. 

On  reaching  the  Castle  one  of  the  retainers 
alighted,  and  blew  a  blast  on  the  horn  that  hung 
by  a  chain  to  the  lintel  of  the  gateway.  Instantly 
a  warder  on  the  tower  above  the  gate  looked  over, 
and  announcing  who  the  arrivals  were,  the  gate 
was  flung  open,  the  cavalcade  filed  in,  and  for 
some  moments  there  was  a  babble  of  voices,  much 
clattering  of  hoofs  on  the  rough  paved  court,  and 
jangling  of  arms  as  the  riders  alighted  from  their 
saddles.  The  Lady  of  Brux  came  to  the  steps  of 
the  hall  door  to  meet  her  husband  and  children. 
She  was  a  tall,  muscular,  and  masculine-looking 
woman,  not  wanting  in  comeliness,  but  of  a  stern 
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determined  cast  of  countenance,  and  a  general 
expression  that  spoke  of  an  iron  will. 

Even  women  in  these  days  caught  something,  in 
fact,  a  great  deal,  of  the  martial  spirit  which  actuated 
their  husbands,  their  sons,  sweethearts,  fathers,  and 
brothers.  For  they  were  fighting  times  in  these 
mountain  regions,  and  the  talk  of  men  was  almost 
sure  to  be  spiced  with  deed  of  daring ;  and  there 
were  few  households  that  were  not  frequently 
aroused  by  the  slogan  and  the  clatter  of  arms,  as 
the  male  members  rushed  to  defend  their  posses- 
sions, or  to  raid  into  an  enemy's  territory. 

For  some  time  these  sounds  had  been  very 
frequent  in  the  household  of  the  Laird  of  Brux,  for 
a  fued  had  long  existed  between  him  and  Muat, 
who  possessed  the  Castle  of  Abergeldie  and 
Badenyon,  in  Glen  Bucket.  Muat  was  renowned 
for  his  gigantic  stature  and  his  quarrelsome  and 
warlike  disposition.  He  was  proud  and  in- 
dependent, and  scorned  to  acknowledge  fealty  to 
any  man.  He  had  collected  around  him  a  large 
following  of  daring  and  lawless  spirits,  to  whom 
fighting  was  the  very  breath  of  their  nostrils. 
And  secure  in  their  strongholds,  and  the  strength 
of  their  numbers,  the  Muats  ,with  their  gigantic  chief 
at  their  head,  made  themselves  feared  and  hated. 

As  the  laird  of  Brux  now  advanced  to  meet  his 
wife,  she  saw  by  his  clouded  brow  and  anxious  face 
that  something  was  wrong,  and  starting  a  little,  she 
exclaimed — 

What  has  gone  wrong  wi'  ye,  husband  ?  Have 
those  deil's  children,  the  Muats,  crossed  you  in  your 
ride?" 
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"No,  no,  it's  no  that,"  he  answered  shortly. 
"We  havena  had  a  blink  o'  a  Muat  the  hale 
day/' 

"  What  has  pit  ye  oot  then  ?  Angus  and  Kate  " 
— turning  to  her  children — "  tell  me  what  ails  the 
Laird  ?  " 

"  Dinna  distress  yoursel',  mither,"  answered  Kate, 
as  she  twined  her  arms  about  the  Lady's  neck. 
"  We  met  a  few  minutes  ago  that  poor  demented 
creature,  Wild  Madge  o'  the  Hills." 

"Weel,  weel,"  cried  the  Lady  quickly  as  her 
daughter  paused,  and  evidently  thinking  that 
something  was  being  concealed,  "and  what  did 
Madge  tell  ye  ?  " 

"  She  told  us,"  answered  the  Laird,  stepping 
forward,  "  that  wae  was  coming  to  oor  house  ;  and 
that,  whiles  in  company  wi'  the  ghaists  o'  Kil- 
drummy  Kirkyard,  she  had  seen  a  fair-haired 
laddie  wi'  his  hair  a'  dabbled  wi'  gore,  and  that  she 
heard  the  coronach  and  the  tramp  of  feet  as  they 
bore  the  corse  tae  oor  hame." 

The  colour  faded  from  the  Lady  of  Brux's  face, 
as  it  had  faded  from  her  husband's  when  Wild 
Madge  first  told  him  of  her  vision. 

"  This  is  awfu',"  exclaimed  the  Lady  with  a  groan. 
"  Madge,  ye  ken,  has  the  second  sight ;  and  Willie 
O'Neil  is  a  fair-haired  laddie.  Can  it  be  that  harm 
has  fa'en  him?  And  oor  absent  sons  too?  Did 
she  say  naething  aboot  them  ?  " 

"  No  ;  never  a  word." 

"  God  be  thankit,  then.  Maybe  they  are  safe. 
But  hoo  about  Willie?  He  was  in  good  hands  wi' 
his  cousins,  and  surely  they  wouldna  allow  harm 
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tae  come  tae  him.  And  yet,  noo  that  I  remember, 
for  these  twa  nichts  past  I  have  heard  corbis  craw, 
and  that's  a  fatal  sign  when  heard  o'  nichts.  My 
heart  sinks  wi'  a  deadly  fear,  and  I  hae  sair  mis- 
givings. Come  ben,  my  Laird,  and  refresh  yourseF 
and  then  tak  your  claymores  and  your  skeins,  and 
wi'  a  pick  o'  gude  men  ride  ye  forth  towards 
Aberdeen  in  search  of  the  absent  one,  for  I 
winna  sleep  in  my  bed  again  until  I  hae'  news  o' 
them." 

With  keenly  whetted  appetite  after  his  morning's 
ride,  the  Laird  was  nothing  loth  to  accept  the 
invitation  to  eat ;  and,  accompanied  by  his  retainers 
and  his  family,  he  repaired  to  the  great  dining 
hall,  where  a  very  substantial  repast  was  spread. 
And  when  full  justice  had  been  done  to  it  the 
party  arose,  and  then,  in  accordance  with  his  Lady's 
commands,  the  Laird  called  together  a  goodly  crew, 
and  all  was  excitement  again  as  they  belted  on  their 
claymores  and  the  horses  were  mustered  from  their 
stalls. 

As  the  little  band  rode  out  through  the  great 
gate-way  the  sun  was  sinking,  and  the  great 
shadow  of  the  Hill  of  Lonach  had  touched  the 
Castle,  and  might  have  been  taken  as  a  symbol  of 
the  darker  shadow — even  the  shadow  of  death — 
that  was  soon  to  enfold  it.  The  little  cavalcade  of 
stern,  determined,  and  heavily-armed  men,  looking 
very  different  now  from  what  it  did  when  returning 
from  the  hawking  expedition,  slowly  wound  its 
way  down  the  hill  with  clank  of  steel  and  neighing 
of  horses.  The  Laird  rose  in  his  stirrups  and 
threw  a  kiss  back  to  his  wife  and  children  who 
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stood  on  the  tower  over  the  gateway  watching  them 
depart. 

The  shadows  lengthened  and  the  gloaming 
deepened,  and  soon  the  horsemen  disappeared  from 
sight  round  a  bend  in  the  glen.  Then  the  huge 
gate  was  shut  and  barred  for  the  night,  and  the 
Lady  and  her  children,  depressed  with  a  sense  of 
coming  sorrow  went  into  the  Castle,  and  the  Lady 
renewed  her  vow  that  she  would  not  sleep  in  her 
bed  until  she  had  news  of  her  absent  sons  and  their 
kinsman,  whom  they  had  gone  to  escort  to  their 
house. 


CHAPTER  VI 

IN  THE  PRESENCE  OF  THE  DEAD 

The  night  passed  wearily  away  for  the  Lady  of 
Brux,  for  she  could  not  shake  off  the  depression 
that  weighed  upon  her.  The  morning  came  in 
with  sulleness  and  gloom,  for  the  clouds  had 
gathered  on  the  hills,  and  the  mist  wreaths  were 
swirling  in  the  ravines.  Used  as  they  were,  these 
Highland  dwellers,  to  mist  and  rain,  the  changes 
in  the  weather,  taken  in  connection  with  Wild 
Madge's  utterances  and  predictions,  were  con- 
sidered to  foreshadow  the  woe  she  had  spoken  of. 
For  so  deeply  imbued  with  superstition  were  the 
the  minds  of  the  people  that  they  saw  omens  in 
everything,  and  signs  of  good  or  bad  luck,  as 
the  case  might  be,  even  in  changes  of  the  weather. 

Almost  with  the  stroke  of  noon,  the  Castle  of 
Brux  was  thrown  into  excitement  and  alarm  by  the 
arrival  in  hot  haste  of  a  messenger  to  say  that 
Willie  O'Neil  had  been  killed,  and  his  body  was 
being  brought  to  the  Castle. 

The  Laird  and  his  followers  had  met  the 
mournful  procession  slowly  advancing,  and  as 
soon  as  he  had  ascertained  the  facts  he  dispatched 
a  fast  runner  back  to  prepare  them  in  the  Castle 
for  the  sad  tidings.  The  messenger  only  gave  the 
bare  facts  and  none  of  the  details  in  connection 
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with  the  young  man's  death,  so  that  the  Lady  of 
Brux  did  not  know  then  that  once  again  had  the 
Muats  brought  sorrow  upon  her  home. 

Grief  and  anxiety  tortured  her  and  her  children 
for  the  next  few  hours,  and  then,  as  the  shades  of 
evening  were  falling,  there  arose  in  the  distance  the 
wail  of  the  coronach,  which  was  taken  up  and 
echoed  in  mournful  cadences  by  the  surrounding 
hills.  Knowing  what  it  meant  the  Lady,  Angus, 
and  Kate,  went  forth  to  meet  the  sad  party,  and 
join  their  wailing  with  that  of  the  bearers  of  the 
body.  Little  did  they  think  when  they  sent  the 
invitation  to  their  kinsman  in  Edinburgh  that  he 
would  come  to  them  as  a  corpse.  It  was  a  sad 
ending  to  a  life  that  gave  so  much  promise,  and 
which  was  only  in  the  first  flush.  Those  who  were 
responsible  for  the  young  man's  death  had  a  heavy 
charge  to  meet. 

To  the  Lady  of  Brux  it  was  a  double  blow,  for 
it  crushed  her  hopes  and  her  ambition  at  the  same 
time.  She  had  dreamed  dreams  and  woven  plans 
for  the  future,  and  had  looked  forward  with  pride 
and  joy  to  an  alliance  between  her  house  and  the 
O'Neils.  Now  all  was  ended.  The  visitor  had 
come,  but  it  was  as  a  dead  man,  and  they  had  but 
one  duty  to  perform  and  that  was  to  bury  him. 
Yes,  they  had  more  than  one  duty — they  had  to 
avenge  his  death.  Blood  must  be  shed  for  blood, 
and  death  paid  for  by  death.  That  was  only  in 
accordance  with  the  spirit  of  the  time.  It  was  the 
wild  justice  of  the  region  and  the  unwritten  law  of 
the  clans.  But  none  of  those  who  then  poured 
forth  their  lamentations  around  the  rough  bier  of 
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that  fair-haired  boy  could  have  dreamed  of  the 
stirring  events  that  were  to  follow  in  the  near 
future,  and  of  which  this  was  but  the  prelude.  Had 
Wild  Madge  o'  the  Hills  been  there,  she  nnight, 
with  her  gifts  of  second  sight  have  told  them  that, 
heavy  as  the  sorrow  was  now,  heavier  was  to  follow. 

The  procession  halted  as  the  Lady  of  Brux  came 
up.  She  affectionately  greeted  her  sons,  James 
and  Alec,  but  refrained  then  in  that  moment  of 
bitterness  from  questioning  them,  and  they  pru- 
dently witheld  information.  With  all  solemnity 
and  heartfelt  wailing  the  body  was  carried  into  the 
Castle  and  placed  in  an  inner  chamber,  where  pine 
torches  were  lighted.  Then  the  face  of  the  dead  was 
uncovered,  and  though  it  was  contorted  with  pain  and 
wore  a  look  of  horror,  its  beauty  was  still  apparent. 

With  a  wild  cry  of  irrespressible  grief  the  Lady 
of  Brux  threw  her  arms  round  the  neck  of  the  dead 
boy,  and  again,  and  again,  and  again  kissed  his 
frozen  and  stiffened  lips,  accompanying  her  action 
with  moaning  and  weeping.  All  the  others  stood 
round  silent  and  bareheaded,  though  not  less 
affected,  although  their  grief  was  less  demonstrative. 
Presently  the  Lady  recovered  herself,  and  then 

looking  up  she  said  sternly  

James  thou  art  the  heir  of  this  house,  and  have 
the  guarding  of  its  honour  and  its  greatness.  Thou 
went  forth  to  meet  thy  kinsman  and  give  him  safe 
escort  here.  But  thou  hast  brought  him  home  dead. 
What  hast  thou  to  say  ?  Speak  for  thy  honour  is 
at  stake." 

James  seemed  crestfallen  and  dejected.  He 
keenly  realised  the  responsibility  that  rested  upon 
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him  and  he  fretted  at  the  unhappy  position  he  was 
placed  in. 

Ay,  Mither/'  he  answered,  "  my  honour  is  at 
stake  for  here  Hes  a  victim  of  the  Muats  ! " 

With  a  sudden  start  the  Lady  of  Brux  seemed  to 
change  from  a  weeping,  grief-stricken  woman  to  a 
stern  and  pitiless  Nemesis.  She  straightened  her 
gaunt  figure  out  to  all  its  inches,  and  fire  appeared  to 
dart  from  her  eyes. 

A  victim  of  the  Muats  !  "  she  echoed. 

"Ay,  Mither,''  replied  her  son,  and  then  he  told 
her  the  tragic  story  in  all  its  details.  She  did  not 
interrupt  ;  but  her  brow  grew  darker  and  her  lips 
compressed  themselves  more  closely  together, 
while  her  dilating  nostrils,  and  quickening  breath 
told  of  the  passion — fire  that  was  raging  within 
her.  And  when  her  son  had  finished  the  pitiable 
story  she  took  one  of  the  hands  of  the  dead  body 
in  one  of  hers  ;  and  placing  her  other  hand  on  the 
cold  pale  forehead,  she  said,  speaking  with 
measured  accents  and  subdued  fierceness — 

"  You  have  heard,  husband,  and  sons  and  kins- 
men, here  lies  a  victim  of  the  Muats.  The  victim 
was  of  our  kin  and  was  coming  as  our  guest,  and  to 
partake  of  our  hospitality,  and  probably  would  have 
been  the  husband  of  our  daughter.  He  has  come 
to  us  it  is  true,  but  he  is  dead,  and  he  is  a  victim  of 
the  Muats, — slain  and  done  to  death  by  representa- 
tives of  that  accursed  race.  Camerons,  what  have 
YOU  to  say  to  that  ?  " 

There  was  a  solemn  silence,  a  silence  so  absolute 
that  a  grain  of  mustard  seed  might  have  been 
heard  to  fall.    It  was  the  silence  that  precedes  the 
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deadly  blast  of  the  simoon.     Then  there  was  a 
rustling  followed  by  the  clank  of  steel,  as  all  present 
drew  their  swords  or  dirks,  and  kissing  the  cold 
blades,  exclaimed  as  with  one  voice, 
DEATH  FOR  DEATH." 

A  hard  cold  smile  of  intense  satisfaction  ex- 
pressed itself  on  the  stern  face  of  the  Lady  of  Brux, 
as  she  answered,  still  holding  the  dead  boy's  hand 

and  her  other  hand  on  his  forehead  

There  speak  the  Camerons !  An  I  thought 
there  could  be  a  waverer  among  you  I  would  swear 
you  on  the  cold  body  of  this  hapless  youth.  But  I 
know  your  hearts  and  your  minds  ;  and  a  Cameron 
needs  not  to  make  a  vow  to  avenge  an  outrage  and 
a  wrong.  Willie  O'Neil,  your  death  shall  cost  the 
Muats  dear  for  there  is  a  heavy  reckoning  to  settle.'' 

If  a  Muat  had  been  near  as  these  words  were 
spoken  and  had  noted  the  determined  air  of  the 
Lady,  and  the  fierce  faces  of  those  surrounding  her, 
he  might  have  been  excused  for  feeling  some  un- 
easiness, for  he  could  hardly  have  doubted  that 
that  poor  boy's  death  would  cost  many  another  life. 

On  the  following  day  the  dead  body  of  O'Neil 
was  conveyed,  amidst  tears  and  sighs  and  groans 
and  wailings,  to  its  last  resting  place  in  Kildrummy 
Kirkyard.  The  Kirk  was  a  small,  ancient,  and 
severely  plain  building,  which  had  witnessed  many 
a  strange  scene,  including  a  sanguinary  fight 
beneath  its  roof  one  Sabbath  morn,  when  repre- 
sentatives of  the  rival  clans  having  assembled  to 
hear  the  preaching  of  the  Word,  allowed  their  feel- 
ings of  hatred  to  render  them  indifferent  to  the 
sacred  edifice,  and  flying  at  each  others  throats, 
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hacked  and  hewed  until  the  place  was  like  a 
slaughter  house  and  the  floor  was  slippery  with 
gore. 

The  graveyard  was  surrounded  by  a  low  stone 
wall,  and  although  there  were  many  old  gravestones 
upon  which  moss  and  slime  had  accumulated,  there 
were  also  a  large  number  of  new  ones,  for  the 
claymore  and  the  dirk  supplied  plenty  of  tenants. 

When  the  sad  ceremony  of  O'Neil's  burial  had 
ended,  and  the  mourners  were  about  to  turn 
away,  they  were  startled  by  a  voice  crooning  in 
sepulchral  tones,  

"  I  teirt  ye  wae  was  coming.  I  telt  ye  wae  was 
coming  but  it's  nae  finished  yet;  it  is  nae  finished  yet." 

Turning  to  the  spot  from  whence  the  voice  pro- 
ceeded they  perceived  crouched  on  a  tombstone, 
under  the  deep  shadow  of  a  gigantic  yew  tree,  the 
revolting  shape  of  Wild  Madge  o'  the  Hills,  who 
looked  more  like  a  ghoul  or  a  vampire  than  a  human 
creature. 

So  out  of  place  did  she  seem,  and  so  jeeringly  did 
she  seem  to  speak,  that  all  present  were  greatly 
annoyed  ;  and  their  already  lacerated  feelings  were 
still  further  wounded  by  her  words.  But  none  felt 
more  annoyed  or  irritated  than  James,  the  Laird's 
son,  and  rapidly  drawing  his  claymore,  he  advanced 
threateningly  to  her  and  exclaimed — 

"  Begone,  ye  foul  hag !  Ye  are  ever  ready  to 
croak  evil.  Begone  I  say,  lest  I  am  tempted  to  send 
thee  to  the  devil  before  thy  time  ! " 

Madge  rose  up,  not  hurriedly,  but  with  a  certain 
grace  and  dignity,  strange  as  it  may  seem.  Nay 
there  was  even  something  majestic  in  her  manner, 
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while  her  face  was  filled  with  an  expression  of  the 
most  withering  contempt  and  hatred. 

"  Thou  poor  fool,"  she  sneered,  ending  with  an 
angry  hiss  that  reminded  one  of  the  hiss  of  a  snake, 
"  dost  thou  not  know  that  thou  canna  kill  me  ?  I 
bear  a  charmed  life,  and  thy  sword  would  be  turned 
aside,  and  smite  thee  dead/' 

There  was  something  so  awe-inspiring  in  her 
manner  and  tone,  something  that  to  the  superstitious 
minds  of  her  listeners  was  uncanny  and  supernatural, 
that  they  shrank  away,  and  James,  whose  courage 
could  not  be^ questioned,  felt  a  positive  dread  of  her. 

She  laughed  scornfully  and  showed  the  few 
blackened  fangs  that  still  remained  in  her  gums, 
and  stretching  forth  both  her  skinny  arms  at  an 
inclined  angle  with  her  body,  she  chanted  rather 
than  spoke  these  words  : — 

"  Ye  hae  only  begun  yer  wae,  for  there's  muckle 
mair  tae  come.  I  hear  the  dunt  o'  claymores,  an'  I 
see  mony  o'  ye  in  the  dead  thraws.  A's  red  before 
my  e'en  an'  its  bluid  that  mak's  it.  The  airs  fu'  o' 
it  and  I'm  deeved  wi'  it  dreeping  an'  dreeping  like 
winter  rains.  I  tell  ye,  Laird,  yer  hoose  is  doomed, 
and  ye  and  yer  bairns  will  sune  be  lying  here  wi'  the 
cauld  dead." 

Her  terrible  appearance  and  her  equally  terrible 
words,  begot  such  a  creepy  sensation  in  the 
mourners  that  they  waited  to  hear  no  more,  but, 
hastily  filing  out  of  the  kirkyard,  they  left  her 
there.  Then  she  uttered  a  fiendish  and  unearthly 
scream  that  reverberated  among  the  crags  and  hills, 
and  mumbling  and  muttering  to  herself,  and  sawing 
the  air  with  her  skinny  arms,  she  hobbled  awa}\ 
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CHAPTER  VII 


THE  CHALLENGE  AND  HOW  IT  WAS  CONVEYED 

The  Laird  of  Brux,  while  being  a  man  of  daunt- 
less courage,  was  sickened  with  the  bloodshed  that 
was  constantly  going  on  around.  And  he  was 
sufficiently  clear-minded  to  see  that  no  good  could 
result  from  it ;  for  the  friends  of  those  killed  would 
not  rest  until  they  in  turn  had  killed  the  killers. 
And  so  the  feud  was  kept  up,  and  the  very  flower 
of  the  youth  of  the  valley  was  being  exterminated 
by  the  ruthless  and  barbarous  slaughter.  The 
death  of  his  young  kinsman  had  brought  this 
home  to  the  Laird  in  a  very  forcible  manner,  and 
he  could  not  but  feel  that  such  senseless  murders 
were  unworthy  of  brave  men,  and  only  served  to 
stir  up  the  most  bitter  passions,  and  to  keep  in 
a  state  of  foment  the  wildest  spirit  of  revenge. 

The  Lady  of  Brux,  on  the  other  hand,  was  in- 
capable of  reasoning  at  all,  as  were  also  her  two 
sons,  James  and  Alec ;  but,  as  has  already  been 
shown,  Angus  rather  shared  his  father's  views.  The 
Lady  was  thoroughly  imbued  or  if  one  may  use  such 
an  expression — SATURATED  with  the  idea  of  re- 
venge ;  and  she  was  at  pains  to  impart  this  feeling 
to  her  daughter  Kate,  who  was  a  worthy  seconder 
of  her  mother.  And  young  as  Kate  was,  she  had 
already  given  ample  evidence  that  she  could  hate 
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her  enemies  with  all  the  intensity  which  character- 
ised her  mother.  For  many  days  after  the  body 
of  young  O'Neil  had  been  consigned  to  its  narrow 
home  in  Kildrummy  Kirkyard,  the  Camerons  dis- 
played great  excitement  and  restlessness ;  and  had 
their  impatience  not  been  restrained,  and  their 
ardour  curbed  by  the  Laird,  they  would  have 
ridden  straight  to  the  Castle  of  Badenyon,  where 
Muat  was  then  staying,  and  have  attacked  him  in 
his  stronghold.  But  the  Laird  of  Brux  would  not 
sanction  this.  He  could  not  quite  make  up  his 
mind,  in  fact,  what  to  do,  for  the  strange  and 
terrible  words  of  the  weird  woman,  Madge  o'  the 
Hills,  had  affected  him  far  more  than  he  would  have 
cared  to  confess.  She  had  spoken  of  the  extermina- 
tion of  his  house,  and  that  prophecy  weighed 
heavily  upon  him.  He  had  dreamed  that  his  race 
might  increase,  and  multiply,  and  grow  powerful ; 
and  now  to  have  those  dreams  so  rudely  dissipated 
by  the  hag  was  terribly  depressing.  He  felt,  there- 
fore, that  once  for  all  the  strife  should  be  put  an  end 
to,  when  he  had  exacted  a  full  penalty  for  the 
murder  of  his  kinsman.  That  penalty  must  be 
paid,  he  knew,  or  his  clan  and  kith  would  desert 
him,  and  he  would  be  branded  as  a  coward.  And 
that  was  a  term  no  man  ever  had,  and  ever  should 
be  able  to  apply  to  him. 

He  discussed  the  matter  with  Angus,  who  was 
quite  in  accord  with  the  sentiments  expressed  by 
his  father,  and  told  him  that  he  would  be  perfectly 
willing  to  sacrifice  his  life  if  he  thought  it  would 
prevent  further  bloodshed  in  the  future. 

After  this  interview  the  Laird  made  known  to  his 
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wife  that  he  was  personally  going  to  convey  a 
challenge  to  the  Laird  of  Abergeldy.  The  good 
lady  was  surprised.  She  considered  that  the 
challenge  should  be  sent  by  means  of  a  repre- 
sentative and  not  taken  by  the  head  of  the  house 
himself.  However,  Cameron  remained  inflexible 
and  so  the  stern  woman  did  not  press  her  point ; 
and  she  felt  satisfied  at  least  that  her  husband  had 
at  last  made  up  his  mind  to  take  action.  That  was 
cause  for  rejoicing  at  anyrate,  as  her  burning 
desire  for  revenge  on  her  enemies  would  be 
gratified. 

The  moon  was  sinking  behind  the  Hills  as  the 
Laird  and  Angus  rode  forth  from  the  Castle  of 
Brux.  They  had  not  a  single  attendant  with  them 
and  the  only  arms  they  carried  were  a  dirk  each. 
They  turned  their  horses'  heads  in  the  direction  of 
Glenbucket,  and  being  perfectly  acquainted  with 
every  inch  of  the  route  they  were  enabled  to  make 
fairly  rapid  progress. 

Slowly  the  darkness  faded  away  and  the  grey 
pearly  light  of  dawn  began  to  assert  itself,  and  soon 
this  was  followed  by  a  roseate  flush,  as  Aurora,  the 
goddess  of  morn,  chased  away  the  sombre  shadows 
of  night,  and  heralded  the  approach  of  the  King  of 
day,  who  was  shedding  his  soft  warm  beams  over 
the  valley  as  the  Laird  of  Brux  and  his  son  haulted 
in  front  of  the  grim  castle  of  Badenyon. 

All  was  silent  .  .  .  Not  a  living  thing  seemed  to 
be  stirring  anywhere,  save  a  lordly  eagle  which  was 
describing  graceful  circles  far  up  in  the  clear  air,  as 
it  searched  the  earth  with  its  keen  eyes  on  the  look- 
out for  its  breakfast. 
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Angus  wore  a  silver  trumpet  round  his  neck,  and 
putting  this  to  his  lips  he  blew  three  distinct  and 
shrill  blasts,  which  were  echoed  from  hill  to  hill  and 
peak  to  peak. 

Before  the  last  sounds  had  died  away,  a  warder 
appeared  on  the  Castle  wall,  and  demanded  to  know 
the  meaning  of  the  summons.  The  elder  Cameron 
rode  a  few  paces  nearer  the  Castle  gate  and  then 
exclaimed  in  a  clear  voice : 

"  I  am  the  Laird  of  Brux  and  with  me  is  my 
youngest  son  Angus.  We  come  as  unarmed  men 
to  convey  a  mortal  challenge  to  the  Laird  of 
Abergeldy.  Hie  thee,  then  to  thy  Chief  and  tell 
him  that  we  await  his  pleasure." 

The  man  made  a  salute  and  disappeared,  but 
nearly  half  an  hour  elapsed  before  the  answer  came, 
and  during  this  time  Cameron  chafed  at  what  he 
was  sure  was  an  intentional  slight ;  for  some 
moments  he  wavered  in  the  resolution  he  had  taken, 
and  was  tempted  to  return  and  send  the  burning 
peat  round  to  every  man  of  his  name,  and  then 
rallying  to  their  war  cry  come  back  and  burn  the 
Castle  over  the  head  of  the  surly  Muat.  But  at 
last  the  gate  of  the  Castle  was  opened,  and  two 
messengers  came  out  and  invited  the  visitors  to  enter. 

Not  without  some  feeling  of  apprehension  that 
treachery  was  meant,  for  Muat  bore  the  character 
of  being  a  treacherous  man,  Cameron  and  his  son 
rode  forward,  and  passing  under  the  gateway,  found 
themselves  in  the  Courtyard,  where  a  large  number 
of  men  were  assembled.  Cameron  glanced  round 
in  search  of  his  enemy,  and,  not  seeing  him, 
exclaimed  in  a  loud  voice. 
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"  Muats,  we  come  among  you  as  unarmed  men, 
and  they  who  treacherously  slay  unarmed  men  are 
thrice  accursed.  Be  assured  that  an'  you  mean  us 
foul,  a  terrible  and  bloody  reckoning  will  be  exacted/* 

"  The  Muats  never  slay  even  their  enemies 
treacherously  "  answered  a  stern  grufif  voice.  It  was 
that  of  Muat  himself,  who  appeared  at  the  threshold 
of  the  Castle. 

The  Laird  of  Abergeldy  was  truly  a  remarkable 
man,  for  he  was  of  gigantic  stature  and  enormous 
strength.  He  had  a  massive  head  covered  with 
coarse  red  hair,  and  his  face  was  stern,  hard  and 
cruel  in  its  expression.  His  legs  and  thighs,  where 
exposed,  were  seen  to  be  hairy  like  an  animal,  and 
his  thews  and  sinews  were  as  iron. 

"  I  give  you  welcome,  Camerons,"  he  continued, 
"and  rest  assured  that  as  you  have  come  so  you 
shall  be  allowed  to  depart.  Speak,  what  is  it  you 
come  for  ? 

"You  have  spoken  well,  Muat'*  answered  the 
Laird  of  Brux,  "you  are  aware  that  one  of  your 
clan,  known  as  the  Wolf,  has  slain  a  young  kinsman 
of  mine  ? 

"  Aye ! " 

"  My  kinsman's  blood  cries  aloud  for  revenge." 

"  And  you  shall  have  it  when  and  where  you  will," 
answered  Muat,  with  a  grim  smile. 

"  Hark  ye,"  cried  Cameron,  with  some  rising 
inflexion  in  his  voice.  "  Between  my  house  and 
thy  house  has  long  been  war,  and  blood  has  flowed 
between  us  like  a  river.  I  have  come  to  ask  you  if 
you  do  not  think  the  time  has  arrived  when  that 
river  may  be  stopped  ?  " 
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"  Ho,  ho,"  laughed  Muat  coarsely,  "  I  understood 
that  you  came  for  revenge ;  but  by  my  faith 
methinks,  you  have  come  as  a  preacher." 

The  hot  blood  leapt  into  Cameron's  face,  and 
drawing  off  his  glove  he  flung  it  passionately  at  his 
enemy's  feet. 

"  Behold  my  answer  to  thy  taunts,"  he  exclaimed. 
"  I  have  come  to  challenge  thee  and  thine  to  mortal 
combat  and  there  is  my  gage.  But  I  say  that  after 
this  the  strife  between  our  houses  should  end ;  and 
the  new  blood  that  must  flow  should  be  allowed  to 
cement  a  lasting  friendship  between  our  people." 

Muat  stooped  and  picked  up  the  glove,  and 
handing  it  to  an  attendant,  said : 

"  What  do  you  desire  Cameron." 

"  I  desire  that  a  certain  number  from  each  of  our 
houses  shall  meet  and  fight  this  quarrel  out  to  the 
death.  And  no  matter  which  shall  be  the  con- 
queror, there  shall  be  peace  between  us  for 
evermore." 

"  Good.    That  is  a  fair  proposition.    And  wilt 
thou  pit  thyself  against  me  ?  " 
"  Aye." 

"  And  thy  sons  against  my  sons  ?  " 
"  Aye." 

"  Good  again.  And  how  many  shall  there  be  from 
each  side  ?  " 

"  Thou  shalt  name  the  number ! " 

Muat  reflected  for  some  moments.  He  drew  his 
great  hand  down  his  face  very  slowly  from  his 
forehead  to  his  beard,  closing  his  eyes  the  while 
after  the  manner  of  a  man  who  was  mentally 
working  out  some  abstruse  problem.    Then  opening 
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his  eyes  and  still  holding  his  beard,  and  watching 
from  under  his  shaggy  eyesbrows  his  opponent's 

face,  he  made  answer  slowly  and  distinctly  

Cameron  tliou  hast  spoken  well  and  as  becomes 
a  brave  man,  and  it  shall  be  as  thou  has  suggested. 
We  will  meet  in  mortal  combat,  and  there  shall  be 
twelve  horses  only  on  either  side/' 

"  Twelve  horses  only/'  echoed  Cameron,  and 
seemingly  relieved  that  the  matter  was  to  be  settled 
with  such  a  comparatively  small  number. 

"  Twelve  horses  only,"  repeated  Muat,  "  Not  one 
more,  and  in  that  number  shall  be  included  thyself 
and  thy  sons  and  myself  and  my  sons." 

"  That  is  as  it  should  be,"  returned  Cameron, 
"  And  this  battle  shall  be  decisive  ?  " 

^^Aye." 

"  And  no  matter  which  side  wins  there  shall  be 
peace  between  our  followers  for  evermore  ?  " 

"  Aye  I  have  already  spoken." 

"  And  where  shall  the  battle  be  fought  ?  "  asked 
Cameron. 

"  I  care  not.    Fix  thine  own  place." 

"  Let  it  be  on  my  estate,  then." 

"  Good.    As  thou  wilt." 

"The  spot — the  foot  of  the  Hill  of  Drumgoudrum." 
"  Ay,  an'  it  so  please  thee." 

"  Let  it  be  so.  An'  now  men  o'  Braemar,  note 
well  the  words  that  have  passed  between  me  and 
your  chief  There  are  to  be  twelve  horse  on  either 
side,  and  unless  before  the  meeting  we  should  settle 
our  differences  amicably,  that  day  under  the 
shadow  of  dark  Drumgoudrum,  we  will  close  our 
feud  for  ever." 
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Muat  turned  to  his  followers,  and,  as  a  meaning 
and  cunning  smile  played  round  his  coarse  mouth, 
he  cried  : 

"  Ay  Muats  ;  men  o'  Braemar,  note  well  that  I 
have  consented  to  meet  the  Laird  of  Brux  with  twelve 
hoi'ses  only.  A  Muat  having  spoken  keeps  his  word/' 

The  matter  being  thus  so  far  settled  and  arranged 
there  was  nothing  more  to  do  but  bind  the  bargain, 
as  was  the  custom  of  the  times,  by  drinking  from 
one  cup  ;  and  so,  at  a  signal  from  Muat,  a  retainer 
appeared,  bearing  on  a  wooden  platter  a  huge 
leather  jug  of  ale,  and  a  peculiarly  shaped  carved 
wooden  cup,  capable  of  holding  about  a  quart, 
Muat  filled  the  cup,  and  then,  approaching 
Cameron,  said : 

"  Drink  to  our  bargain,  and  success  to  the  best 
men." 

The  Laird  of  Brux  took  the  ponderous  cup,  and 
holding  it  high  above  his  head  for  a  moment  said  : 

"  I  drink  to  our  bargain.  Twelve  horses  on  either 
side.  A  settlement  to  our  dispute,  and  end  to 
bloodshed,  and  peace  afterwards,  and  may  the  best 
men  win." 

Then  he  put  the  cup  to  his  lips,  and  without 
drawing  breath,  drained  it  to  its  last  drop. 

Again  it  was  filled,  but  this  time  by  the 
Cameron,  who  handed  it  to  Muat.  He  raised  it 
above  his  head,  and  repeated  almost  the  identical 
words  of  his  rival ;  but  there  was  a  cunning  twinkle 
in  his  eye,  w^hich  might  have  been  interpreted  as 
meaning,  "  We  shall  win,  for  we  are  the  best  men." 

Muat  then  stretched  forth  his  mighty  hand,  which 
was  grasped  by  his  visitor,  and  the  ceremony  being 
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thus  completed,  the  Cameron  and  his  son  turned 
their  horses'  heads,  and  rode  out  of  the  courtyard, 
while  a  cheer  broke  from  the  throats  of  the 
assembled  Muats. 

"  That  is  a  braw  morning's  work,"  said  Cameron 
to  his  son,  as  they  wended  their  way  down  the 
valley,  "  and  it  will  at  length  put  an  end  to  the 
feud  that  has  so  long  existed  between  our  two 
houses  !  " 

"  An'  it  can  be  so  settled,  it  is  good,"  responded 
Angus  thoughtfully,  "  but,  father,  I  like  not  the 
Muat.  There  is  treachery  in  his  face  and  his  eye 
is  an  evil  one." 

"  But  we  have  made  the  bargain  and  he  cannot 
go  from  it  unless  he  flings  his  honour  to  the  winds ; 
and  then  let  him  beware.  But,  never  doubt,  boy, 
he'll  keep  his  word,  for  a  Muat,  as  is  known,  breaks 
not  a  promise." 

The  Laird  of  Abergeldy  mounted  to  the  wall  to 
watch  his  visitors  depart,  and  as  they  grew  less  in 
the  distance  he  uttered  a  deep  laugh  and  exclaimed: 

"  I  have  said  it,  twelve  horses  on  either  side  ;  but 
by  my  fathers  bones,  I  swear  there  shall  not  be 
any  Camerons  go  off  the  field  to  tell  the  tale." 

As  Cameron  and  his  son  neared  their  home  they 
observed  Wild  Madge  sitting  on  a  stone  in  her 
favourite  crouching  position.  They  saluted  her  as 
they  passed,  but  taking  no  notice  of  them,  she 
mumbled  as  if  to  herself : 

"  Puir  Laird,  ye  maun  be  gaen  blind,  since  ye  canna 
see  the  cloven  feet  o'  your  enemy.  There's  wae  com- 
ing to  ye  and  the  coronach  will  sound  in  your  hoose." 

If  the  Laird  heard  her,  which  is  doubtful,  he  took 
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no  notice,  but  rode  cheerfully  onward  feeling  well 
pleased  with  himself  for  the  agreement  he  had 
made.  For  he  saw  now,  or  at  anyrate  thought  he 
saw,  the  beginning  of  the  end  of  the  long  feud 
between  the  Camerons  and  the  Muats,  and  that 
thought  afforded  him  the  keenest  satisfaction. 

The  way  that  Muat  kept  his  compact ;  and  how 
the  prediction  of  Wild  Madge  o'  the  Hills  came 
true,  will  presently  be  seen. 


CHAPTER  VIII 


IN  THE  GLEN  OF  DRUMGOUDRUM 

The  satisfaction  felt  by  the  Laird  of  Brux  at  the 
arrangement  he  had  made  with  the  Laird  of 
Abergeldy  was  not  altogether  shared  by  the  Lady 
of  Brux  and  her  daughter.  They  were  not  disposed 
to  reason  matters  out,  at  anyrate  while  the  blood  of 
O'Neil  was  unavenged.  Their  idea  was  that  the 
Camerons  should  be  mustered  in  their  full  strength, 
and  that  they  should  put  every  Muat  to  the  sword 
that  they  could  lay  hold  of  They  did  not  pause  to 
consider  the  very  strong  probability  that  the  Muats 
might  object  to  this,  and  as  their  clan  was  far  the 
stronger,  though  more  scattered,  two  Camerons 
might  fall  for  every  Muat  who  bit  the  dust. 

The  Laird  of  Brux's  sons,  however,  especially 
Angus,  felt  extremely  gratified  that  at  last  they 
would  have  the  chance  of  meeting  their  old  enemies 
on  equal  terms.  They  did  not  for  an  instant 
anticipate  that  they  would  be  beaten  in  the  fight. 
On  the  contrary  they  looked  upon  it  as  a  foregone 
conclusion  that  they  would  come  off  the  victors. 
Nor  were  they  altogether  unjustified  in  so  thinking; 
for  they  bore  the  reputation  of  being  the  most 
expert  swordsmen  in  that  region.  Therefore  their 
skill  in  this  respect  naturally  gave  them  confidence, 
and  they  beHeved  that  man  to  man,  and  given  fair 
play,  they  would  conquer  the  Muats. 
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For  many  days  the  coming  battle  was  the  talk 
of  the  Brux  stronghold,  and  as  the  day  for  the  fight 
approached,  the  greater  became  the  excitement. 
For  several  hours  a  day,  the  Laird  and  his  sons 
practised  with  the  claymore,  notwithstanding  the 
proficiency  they  had  already  acquired  in  its  use. 
And  their  confidence  increased  as  the  time  went  by, 
until  they  would  have  laughed  to  scorn  anyone  who 
would  have  dared  to  hint  at  even  the  bare  possibility 
of  defeat. 

At  length  the  fateful  day  for  the  meeting  arrived, 
and  no  more  suitable  day,  as  far  as  the  weather  was 
concerned,  could  have  been  desired,  for  while  the 
atmosphere  was  bright  and  clear,  the  sky  was  filled 
with  clouds  which  quite  obscured  the  sun,  so  that 
the  eye  would  not  be  dazzled  by  its  rays. 

The  inmates  of  the  Castle  were  astir  betimes,  and 
great  was  the  excitement,  for  from  the  Laird  him- 
self, down  to  the  humblest  of  his  followers  everyone 
felt  that  the  day  was  big  with  the  fate  of  the 
Camerons.  The  Laird  selected  eight  of  the  most 
powerful  men  and  the  best  swordsmen  of  his  clan, 
and  as  he  viewed  their  massive  frames  and  noted 
their  eagerness  for  the  fray  he  smiled  a  smile  of 
gratification  and  muttered,  "  The  Muats  will  hae 
tae  pay  a  heavy  reckoning  this  day." 

Fired  with  enthusiam  and  burning  with  a  thirst 
for  revenge,  the  Lady  of  Brux  insisted  upon  attiring 
her  husband  and  her  sons  for  the  fight  with  her  own 
hand.  Over  their  leather  jackets  they  wore  a  loose 
shirt  of  fine  chain  mail  that  fell  to  the  knees,  and 
each  man  had  a  casque  of  steel  on  his  head  adorned 
with  a  single  eagle's  plume. 
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As  the  spirited  Lady,  aided  by  her  daughter, 
busied  herself  in  fastening  buckles  and  straps,  she 
urged  her  sons  and  husband  to  prove  themselves 
men  that  day  and  worthy  of  the  great  name  they 
bore  or  never  return  to  her  happy  hallan  again. 
But  though  she  spoke  thus,  she  knew  there  wasn*t  a 
doubt  but  what  they  would  fight  like  lions  and 
acquit  themselves  with  honour  and  credit. 

When  she  had  buckled  on  their  good  claymores, 
she  stepped  back  a  pace  or  two  to  cast  an  admiring 
glance  upon  their  stalwart  and  formidable  persons, 
and  she  exclaimed  proudly — 

"  Now  there  you  are  my  braw  gudeman  and  my 
brave  and  handsome  laddies.  Fm  risking  muckle 
in  letting  you  awa  tae  fecht,  but  I  hae  faith  in  your 
Strang  arms  and  your  skill  wi'  your  claymores  an 
Tm  sure  you  winna  fail  tae  gie  a  gude  account  o' 
these  bloody  Muats  that  sae  lang  hae  harried  the 
valley  of  Str  don.  Stue  their  bearded  heads  frae 
their  bodies  as  ye  would  the  black  and  brisly 
thistles  that  grow  rank  and  thick  in  Kildrummy 
Kirkyard.  Away  now,  for  the  gillies  can  hardly 
hold  your  snorting  steeds  at  the  gate.  An'  you  my 
freens," — turning  to  the  eight  others, — "remember 
the  honour  of  your  clan  depends  upon  ye  this  day. 
Hark  ye,  already  the  pibroch  of  the  Camerons  is 
echoing  wi'  a  skreid  and  a  soond  doon  the  glen  to 
bonnie  Caervarleigh.  Let  it  stir  your  bluid  and 
thrill  your  hearts  and  pit  strength  intil  yer  muscles. 
Hack  thae  Muats  tae  mincemeat ;  soak  the  heather 
wi'  their  blood  ;  and  when  you  strike,  strike  for  your 
clan,  your  honour  and  your  dead  kinsman  O'Neil. 
Go  an*  blessings  go  wi'  you." 
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Her  voice  faltered  a  little  and  she  gave  marked 
signs  of  emotion,  but  with  an  effort  she  recovered 
herself  and  continued — 

"  When  ye  return,  as  ye  will  return  in  triumph, 
such  a  welcome  shall  await  ye  as  ye  never  had 
before." 

Her  inspiring  words  did  indeed  rouse  those  who 
heard  them,  and  many  a  man  there  skrugged  his 
bonnet  with  a  fierce  growl  of  regret  that  he  was  not 
going  to  take  part  in  the  fight. 

The  Laird  of  Brux  looked  imposing  in  his  steel 
shirt,  and  his  iron  grey  hair  flowing  from  beneath 
his  casket.  But  his  face  wore  an  expression  of 
anxiety,  for  well  he  knew,  as  indeed  they  all  did, 
that  they  were  going  on  an  errand  from  which  some, 
at  any  rate,  would  not  return. 

Then  the  leave-taking  commenced,  and  Angus,  as 
he  tenderly  and  affectionately  embraced  his  sister 
Kate,  faltered,  and  both  of  them  were  so  overcome 
that  tears  filled  their  eyes. 

"  Angus,"  she  whispered,  "  when  ye  draw  your 
claymore  strike  in  your  sister  Kate's  name,  and 
should  ye  fa'  in  fighting  for  the  honour  of  your  clan 
ril  never  rest  until  ye  have  been  avenged." 

She  could  say  no  more,  and  he  could  not  trust 
himself  to  speak  but,  kissing  her  several  times,  he 
turned  away.  Then  her  other  brothers  approached 
and  embraced  her,  and  when  they  had  warmly  em- 
braced their  mother,  the  little  party  filed  out  to  the 
gate  to  where  the  twelve  impatient  steeds  were  paw- 
ing the  ground.  There  was  not  an  inmate  of  the 
Castle  but  pressed  forward  to  shake  the  hands  of 
the  warriors,  and  wish  them  a  God  speed.  Finally 
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the  Lady  of  Brux  handed  to  each  man  with  her 
own  fair  hand  a  stirrup  cup  ;  and,  when  it  had  been 
drained,  the  bagpipes  droned  and  a  mighty  shout 
from  the  assembled  Camerons  made  the  hills  re- 
sound. And  as  there  was  nothing  more  to  wait  for,, 
the  last  adieus  were  uttered,  and  then  the  little 
cavalcade  trotted  up  the  hill,  their  swords  and 
armour  clanking  with  a  warlike  sound.  They  had 
not  proceeded  more  than  two  dozen  yards  when 
they  observed  Wild  Madge  o'  the  Hills  sitting  in 
her  habitual  crouching  position.  She  might  have 
been  taken  for  a  bird  of  ill  omen  ;  and,  as  the  Laird 
caught  sight  of  her,  he  visibly  started,  and 
exclaimed — 

"  The  foul  fiend  take  thee,  hag,  for  thy  evil 
presence  seems  to  bode  me  no  good." 

Without  changing  her  position  by  a  hair's  breadth 
she  crooned  out, 

"  Turn  ye  back  for  ill  will  befa'  ye.  I  see  bluid  i' 
the  air.    A's  red,  a's  red  " 

They  waited  to  hear  no  more,  but  urging  their 
horses  into  a  gallop,  hastened  towards  the  glen  of 
Drumgoudrum.  The  Laird  could  not  hide  his  de- 
pression, and  turning  to  his  sons,  who  rode  beside 
him,  said. 

If  I  fa  this  day,  I  put  ye  on  your  honour  to  let 
the  feud  end  with  my  death  ! " 

"  Ay,  when  we  hae  ta'en  twenty  lives  for  yours,'* 
exclaimed  James  fiercely  as  he  grasped  his  clay- 
more. 

"  James,"  said  his  father  warmly,  "  it  is  a  solemn 
compact  between  me  and  the  Muats  that  this  day 
shall  decide  the  quarrel  between  us ;  and  no  matter 
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which  side  wins  there  shall  be  peace  between  our 
houses.  Let  it  not  be  said  that  a  Cameron  failed  to 
keep  a  compact  Ye  are  bound  by  my  word.  Fail 
not  at  your  peril  to  keep  the  promise." 

James  was  silent  but  not  convinced,  and  a  deep 
frown  of  determination  clouded  his  face.  Alec  also 
kept  silent ;  but  he  was  thinking  of  the  dastardly 
outrage  comitted  by  the  Wolf  and  his  party  in 
abducting  the  pretty  daughter  of  the  landlord  of 
the  Black  Bull,  in  Aberdeen,  and  of  the  cruel  death 
of  the  poor  girl  and  young  O'Neil.  That  was  a 
crime  that  could  not  easily  be  forgotten  or  for- 
given, and  Alec  made  a  mental  vow  that  his 
claymore  should  drink  deeply  that  day  of  Muat 
blood. 

Angus  however,  spoke,  and  in  a  voice  full  of 
earnestness  and  sympathy,  he  said — 

"  Ay,  father,  you  are  right,  this  day  must  end 
our  quarrel  for  ever.  If  you  fall  first,  I  swear  to 
revenge  you  while  the  day  lasts.  We  shall  be 
twelve  to  twelve,  man  to  man.  We  have  a  good 
and  holy  cause  and  our  cause  will  surely  prosper. 
Twelve  Camerons  are  surely  as  good  as  twelve 
Muats,  and  with  God's  help  we  will  each  of  us  lay 
our  man  low.'' 

The  latter  part  of  this  sentence  was  overheard  by 
the  rest  of  the  men,  who  uttered  a  defiant  shout 
against  the  Muats;  and  even  the  Laird  caught 
hope  from  his  son's  words  and  said, 

"  Thou  speakest  words  of  wisdom,  boy.  Our 
cause  is  just  and  will  prosper.  Our  valiant  clans- 
man are  a  match  and  mair  for  any  equal  number 
that  can  be  brought  against  them    Ere  the  sun 
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goes  down  to-night  we  shall  be  victorious.  We 
shall  have  avenged  our  murdered  kinsman,  and 
have  brought  peace  to  our  house." 

Speaking  thus  hopefully  he  gave  rein  to  his  horse 
as  if  eager  to  begin  the  fray,  and  closely  followed 
by  the  others,  soon  reached  the  appointed  spot,  the 
Glen  of  Drumgoudrum,  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  of 
the  same  name. 

It  was  a  wild  lonely  region  in  which  nature 
seemed  to  wear  her  most  savage  aspect.  The  glen 
was  gloomy  by  reason  of  the  overhanging  hills, 
and  the  barren  crags  that  walled  it  in  seemed 
incapable  of  affording  foothold  to  anything  but  the 
mountain  goats. 

All  was  now  silent  as  the  Camerons  reached  the 
rendezvous,  save  for  the  gurgle  of  a  tiny  stream  and 
the  occasional  whirr  of  a  muircock  as  it  rose  in 
fright  from  the  purple  heath.  But  no  human  soul 
was  to  be  seen  save  the  twelve  Camerons.  Brux 
was  astonished.  He  had  expected  to  find  his 
enemy  waiting  for  him,  and  turning  to  his  men  he 
said — This  is  strange.  Can  it  be  possible  that  the 
Muats  have  taken  fright,  or  knowing  the  un- 
holiness  of  their  cause  don't  intend  to  keep  the 
tryst?" 

"  They've  ta'en  fright,"  exclaimed  several  of  his 
followers  with  a  laugh. 

"  No,"  answered  the  Laird,  "  I  don't  believe 
the  Muats  are  cowards ;  but  it  maybe  that 
they  felt  their  chances  of  return  were  small,  and  so 
they've  spent  an  unusual  time  in  taking  leave  o' 
their  freens." 

An  they  come  not  within  the  hour,"  remarked 
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James,  we  must  ride  to  Badenyon,  or  maybe  they'll 
say  we  didna  keep  oor  tryst.  For,  though  they 
may  not  be  cowards,  there  was  never  a  Muat  yet, 
that  was  not  a  liar." 

This  sentiment  found  an  echo  of  approval  in  the 
breasts  of  the  clansmen,  who  cheered  the  statement ; 
for  it  was  proverbial  of  the  Muats  that  they  were 
false  of  speech. 

All  now  dismounted,  and  tethering  their  steeds, 
they  refreshed  themselves  with  draughts  of  water 
from  the  purling  stream,  and  then  threw  themselves 
on  the  purple  heather  to  await  the  coming  of  the 
enemy.  The  Laird  of  Brux's  keen  eyes  searched 
all  the  glen,  for  he  was  sorely  puzzled  to  under- 
stand why  the  Laird  of  Abergeldy  had  failed  to 
come,  and  for  the  first  time  it  flashed  across  his 
mind  that  treachery  was  meant.  Perhaps  they  had 
been  lured  into  that  lonely  glen  to  be  silently 
surrounded  by  scores  of  the  Muats  and  then 
massacred. 

This  thought  could  not  fail  to  cause  him  some 
uneasiness,  especially  as  he  remembered  it  was 
Muat  himself  who  had  indicated  the  weird  glen  of 
Drumgoudrum  as  the  place  of  meeting,  and  no 
more  fitting  place  for  an  ambush  and  a  trap  could 
have  been  selected.  As  this  idea  fastened  upon 
him,  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  determined  to  reconnoitre 
the  glen,  but  at  that  moment  his  attention  was 
arrested,  and  he  exclaimed  

"Rise!  Camerons,  rise!  methinks  our  enemy 
approaches ! " 


CHAPTER  IX 


THE  FIGHT 

All  eyes  were  turned  in  the  direction  to  which 
the  Laird  of  Brux  pointed,  and  they  beheld 
a  band  of  horsemen  slowly  coming  into  sight 
as  they  wound  round  the  base  of  dark  Drumgou- 
drum. 

"  What  means  this  ? "  suddenly  exclaimed  the 
Laird.  "Their  horses  move  slowly,  and  I  see 
more  heads  and  shields  than  belong  to  twelve 
horsemen,  unless  they  be  double-headed,  and  I  have 
never  yet  heard  of  a  Muat  wha  possessed  twa  heads. 
By  the  bones  of  my  ancestors,  I  believe  there"  is 
treachery  at  work." 

No  one  made  any  response.  Each  man  was 
busy  with  his  own  thoughts,  and  every  eye  was  bent 
on  the  advancing  cavalcade,  and  as  it  came  nearer 
it  was  seen  then  that  though  there  were  only  twelve 
horses  on  each  horse  were  two  men.  With  base 
and  despicable  treachery  Abergeldy  had  taken 
advantage  of  the  wording  of  the  compact,  which 
stated  that  there  should  be  twelve  horses  only. 

As  far  as  the  animals  themselves  went  he 
was  within  the  strict  letter  of  the  bargain, 
but  no  mention  having  been  made  of  the  number 
of  men,  he  had  with  revolting  deceit  brought 
twenty-four. 
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Brux  turned  to  his  men  with  an  exclamation  of 
fierce  anger  as  he  saw  how  he  had  been  trapped. 

*^Camerons  and  clansmen,"  he  cried,"we  have  fallen 
into  a  snare,  and  yon  treacherous  fox,  knowing  that 
twelve  of  his  men  were  no  match  for  twelve  of  ours, 
has  brought  two  to  one  against  us.  Say  shall  we 
fight  or  flee  ?  Flee  an  ye  will,  for,  brave  as  I  know 
ye  to  be,  ye  are  no'  justified  in  facing  such  fearful 
odds.  Think  well  before  ye  speak,  for  an  we  fight  a 
river  of  blood  will  flow  upon  the  heath,  for  there  are 
twa  claymore  points  to  one  breast." 

"  A  Cameron  never  yet  ran  before  a  Muat !  "  ex- 
claimed the  little  group  as  if  with  one  voice. 

"Ye  speak  well,  and  I  am  proud  of  ye,"  answered 
Brux  with  some  emotion.  But  shall  we  attempt 
a  parley  with  these  treacherous  hounds  ?  " 

Out  flashed  the  sword  of  every  man,  and  was 
flourished  angrily  as  hoarse  throats  roared  out  a 
defiant  "  No ! " 

Then  up  spoke  James  Cameron  and  said  

"  Even  if  there  were  three  claymores  to  one  breast 
we  would  scorn  to  turn  our  backs  upon  such 
cowards  and  knaves,  while  it  would  be  waste  o' 
time  to  parley  wi'  the  black-hearted  Abergeldy. 
We'll  fight  while  we  can  stand,  and  die  where  we 
fight ;  but  if  that  treacherous  villain  gains  the  day, 
rest  assured  that  there  is  not  a  Cameron  who  can 
wield  a  dirk  but  will  exact  a  terrible  revenge.  This 
will  be  an  evil  day's  work  for  the  Muat's,  and  the 
doom  of  the  accursed  will  fall  upon  them." 

A  cry  of  fierce  defiance  to  the  on-coming  Muats 
was  the  response  to  this  speech,  and  if  they  had  for 
a  moment  entertained  the  idea  that  their  numbers 
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would  overawe  their  opponents,  they  must  have  been 
sorely  disappointed  as  they  came  up  and  saw  the 
angry  faces,  and  heard  the  passionate  mutterings  of 
their  foes. 

Had  the  Camerons  been  disposed  to  have  shown 
their  heels  to  the  Braemar  men  they  would,  as 
their  Laird  had  said,  have  been  perfectly  justified  ; 
for,  apart  from  the  powerful  and  gigantic  Muat 
himself,  his  followers  included,  besides  the  Wolf, 
who  had  slain  Willie  O'Neil,  a  scarcely  less  gigantic 
and  powerful  man  named  Macfadden,  who  was 
familiarly  styled  "Big  Mac."  These  three,  the  Laird, 
the  Wolf,  and  Big  Mac  were  a  match  for  six  at 
least  of  their  opponents,  but  nevertheless  they  were 
supported  by  twenty-one  other  fighting  men,  in- 
cluding Muats  two  sons. 

But  the  Camerons  were  dauntless.  They  knew 
their  doom,  and  they  stared  death  in  the  face  with- 
out flinching,  but  their  determined  faces  told  that 
the  contest  would  be  a  fearful  one,  and  they  would 
not  die  alone.  Before  coming  to  close  quarters 
the  Muats  alighted  and  tethered  their  horses,  and 
then  advanced  in  line. 

"  Ye  coward  and  treacher !  exclaimed  Brux, 
hoarse  with  passion. 

"  Nay,  my  freen', "  answered  Abergeldy,  "  did  I 
not  stipulate  that  I  would  bring  na  mair  than 
twelve  horse,  and  have  I  no  kept  my  word  ?  " 

"  Ay,"  replied  Brux,  "  as  the  Deil  keeps  his." 

Then  turning  to  his  clan,  he  cried — "  Ho, 
Camerons,  strike  for  honour  and  glory  ! " 

In  a  moment  the  Glen  resounded  with  fierce 
shouts  and  the  ring  of  steel.    The  Muats  nearly 
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surrounded  their  foes,  who,  placing  themselves  back 
to  back  fought  with  the  desperation  of  lions  at  bay, 
and,  strangely  enough,  the  first  man  to  fall  was  the 
Wolf,  his  head  being  split  clean  in  halves  by  a  clay- 
more stroke.  This  seemed  to  madden  the  Muats, 
for,  according  to  the  superstition  of  the  times,  he 
who  drew  the  first  blood  conquered.  With  a 
rallying  cry  they  made  a  fierce  onslaught  on  the 
devoted  band  of  Camerons.  The  sons  of  Muat, 
aided  by  Big  Macfadden,  arrayed  themselves 
against  Brux's  sons,  and  showers  of  fire  flashed 
around  them  as  their  swords  met  in  deadly  strife. 
Blows  rained,  but  for  some  minutes  the  issue  of  the 
struggle  seemed  doubtful,  until  Brux  himself,  with 
a  tremendous  lunge,  sent  his  sword  clean  through 
the  body  of  Macfadden,  who  fell  backwards  with  a 
stifled  cry.  This  inspired  Brux's  sons  with  renewed 
vigour,  and  they  slew  both  of  Muat's  sons. 

When  the  Braemar  men  saw  that  their  young 
chiefs  had  been  laid  low  they  became  like  ferocious 
demons,  and  uttering  a  fierce  yell  they  rushed  for- 
ward with  such  impetuosity  that  they  injured  some 

of  their  own  fellows.  Abergeldy  himself  was 
furious  at  the  loss  of  his  sons,  and  putting  forth  all 
his  gigantic  strength,  he  killed  with  one  mighty 
blow  two  of  the  Camerons.  Then  calling  to  his 
men  he  made  a  wild  onslaught  on  Brux  and  his  sons, 
and  a  terrible  struggle  ensued.  With  his  gallant 
sons  around  him,  the  venerable  Brux  fought  with 
desperate  courage  and  coolness,  and  in  this  respect 
he  had  the  advantage  of  his  herculean  adversary, 
who  blinded  by  rage,  aimed  random  strokes,  which 
were  skilfully  parried. 
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The  Camerons  being  now  sorely  reduced,  the  Brae- 
mar  men  rallied  to  the  support  of  their  chief,  and  the 
struggle  became  more  than  ever  unequal,  and  yet 
Brux  and  his  sons  held  their  ground  and  wounded 
desperately  one  of  their  adversaries,  and  killed 
two  others.  Then,  with  one  thundering  sweep 
of  his  ponderous  claymore,  Abergeldy  nearly 
severed  the  head  from  the  body  of  James  Cameron. 
The  treacherous  chief  uttered  a  ringing  shout  of 
exultation  as  he  saw  his  victim  fall  a  ghastly  sight, 
upon  the  ground,  and  with  a  fresh  spurt  he  renewed  the 
combat,  and  soon  Alec  had  shared  his  brother  s  fate. 

Stung  now  to  fury  as  he  saw  his  sons  slain,  Brux 
charged  upon  his  enemy  like  an  enraged  tiger,  and 
it  was  only  by  the  merest  chance  in  the  world  that 
Muat  escaped  the  tremendous  blow  aimed  at  him. 
At  last,  the  ill-starred  Brux,  gashed  and  hacked  in 
an  appalling  manner,  fell  forward  upon  his  face  and 
died  in  a  few  minutes. 

Angus  alone  remained,  and  when  he  saw  his  grey- 
haired  father  fall  on  the  sward  a  mangled  corpse,  he 
gave  vent  to  a  cry  of  agonising  despair  that  found 
an  echo  even  in  the  flinty  hearts  of  his  enemies,  and 
Abergeldy  exclaimed  in  stentorian  tones — — 

"  Hold !  There  has  been  enough  bloodshed. 
Yield  thee,  Angus,  and  thy  life  shall  be  spared.*' 

With  a  scornful  and  defiant  expression  upon  his 
face,  Angus  raised  his  sword  and  sprang  at  Muat, 
who  stepping  back  a  pace  or  two,  delivered  a  well 
aimed  thrust,  and  his  sword  ran  into  the  body  of 
the  poor  youth,  who  reeled,  staggered  forward,  and 
then  fell  at  full  length  with  a  gasping  cry  that 
startled  those  who  heard  it. 
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He  managed  to  raise  himself  to  his  elbow.  His 
face  was  ghastly,  and  his  life  blood  was  fast  ebbing 
away.  Pointing  his  finger  at  the  Laird  of  Abergeldy 
who,  panting  from  his  great  exertions,  was  leaning 

on  his  sword,  he  cried  solemnly  

Muat,  a  curse,  a  withering  curse  upon  thee  and 
thine!  Thou  hast  this  day  by  thy  dastardly 
treachery  brought  desolation  to  my  house  and  name, 
and  broken  the  hearts  of  my  widowed  mother  and 
brotherless  sister.  The  ghosts  of  my  kindred  shall 
haunt  you,  and  thy  bed  at  night  shall  ever  be  to 
thee  a  bed  of  torture,  for  thy  victims  shall  never 
leave  thee.  And  hark  ye,  Muat,  it  is  not  more 
certain  than  the  sky  above  us,  and  I  lie  bleeding  to 
death  upon  the  heath,  than  that  a  terrible  revenge 
shall  be  taken  upon  thee  for  this  infernal  day's  work." 

The  youth  had  grown  too  weak  to  say  more.  A 
glaze  came  over  his  eyes,  a  greenish  pallor  had 
spread  itself  over  his  face  and  with  a  gurgle  in  his 
throat  he  fell  back  again,  in  the  agonies  of  death. 

Terrible  indeed,  had  been  the  fight  and  terrible 
the  results.  One  Cameron  alone  remained,  and  he 
was  wounded,  and  no  fewer  than  thirteen  Muats 
had  fallen,  including  the  chiefs  sons  and  his  power- 
ful lieutenants,  Big  Mac,  and  the  Wolf  Truly  the 
Camerons  had  given  a  good  account  of  the  enemy, 
and  there  is  little  doubt  that  had  they  not  been  so 
overpowered  by  numbers  they  would  have  come  off 
the  victors. 

Now,  as  they  realized  the  awful  slaughter,  and 
saw  the  gashed  and  mangled  bodies  that  lay  heaped 
in  a  huge  pool  of  congealed  blood,  the  Muats  were 
appalled,  and  they  shrank  back  with  a  deadly  fear 
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as  they  heard  the  curse  of  the  dying  Angus.  That 
afifected  them  more  than  the  knowledge  that  revenge 
would  certainly  be  taken  for  their  treachery,  for 
their  superstitious  natures  were  awed  by  the  curse 
of  a  dying  man. 

It  had  indeed  been  a  sorry  day's  work,  and  it  is 
doubtful  if,  when  they  started  on  their  expedition 
that  morning  they  had  contemplated  such  an  ending. 
To  have  exterminated  the  father  and  all  the  sons  of 
the  house  of  Brux  was  a  terrible  piece  of  business^ 
and  would  assuredly  have  to  be  paid  for  heavily. 

The  glen,  erstwhile  so  peaceful,  was  ghastly 
enough  now.  Although,  the  fighting  had  been  con- 
fined to  a  narrow  radius,  comparatively  speaking, 
an  extent  of  many  square  yards  of  heath  had  been 
trodden  into  a  slippery  gory  quagmire ;  for  the 
awful  wounds  which  the  claymores  made  caused  the 
blood  to  gush  out  in  streams,  and  as  the  struggling 
men  trod  in  this  they  carried  it  about  with  their 
shoes  until  the  ground  was  sodden.  For  a  few 
minutes  during  the  fight  the  sun  had  shot  forth,  and, 
gleaming  on  the  quickly  moving  steel,  and  shining 
in  the  men's  eyes,  made  it  difficult  to  see  the  foe. 
But  soon,  as  if  in  horror,  it  had  hidden  its  face,  and 
the  clouds  gathered  thicker  than  ever  and  in  sombre 
masses,  steeping  the  glen  in  a  sullen  gloom,  and 
imparting  to  the  pallid,  upturned  faces  of  the  dead 
a  peculiar  lividness  that  was  horrifying.  As  the 
survivors  viewed  the  fruits  of  their  evil  handiwork 
they  appeared  dazed.  They  were  all  more  or  less 
exhausted  after  their  stupendous  exertions.  They 
were  all  splashed  with  blood.  In  some  cases  their 
beards  were  clotted  together.    Some  of  them  were 
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wounded,  and  their  faces  were  scarcely  less  ashen 
than  the  dead  at  their  feet.  The  Laird  of  Abergeldy 
was  the  first  to  recover  himself  The  loss  of  his 
sons  and  his  trusty  followers,  Big  Mac  and  the  Wolf, 
caused  him  keen  anguish,  and  if  at  first  he  had  been 
disposed  to  feel  any  remorse  he  soon  changed  as  he 
saw  the  havoc  that  had  been  wrought  amongst  his 
own  clan,  and,  flourishing  his  sword  fiercely,  he 
said — 

"  Men,  we  ha'e  taught  these  saucy  Camerons  a 
lesson  that  they  will  not  soon  forget." 

"  No,  Muat,  they  will  not  forget  it,''  answered  a 
strange  voice  in  solemn  and  startling  accents.  The 
speaker  was  wild  Madge  o'  the  Hills.  She  had 
come  in  time  to  witness  the  fight,  and  had  ap- 
proached unseen,  and  was  now  standing  like  a 
prophet  of  evil,  and  thrown  into  prominence  by  a 
backing  of  dark  rock.  With  one  hand  she  supported 
herself  with  a  long  crooked  hazel  wand,  and  with 
the  other  she  pointed  to  the  silent  dead  scattered 
on  the  ground.  "  The  deid  will  haunt  ye,''  she 
continued,  and  the  leeving  will  no  rest  until  they've 
shed  your  heart's  bluid." 

Muat  started  and  turned  pale  at  the  unexpected 
apparition  of  the  weird  woman,  who  uttered  her 
predictions  in  clear  and  measured  tones. 

"  Tak'  thyself  awa',"  he  cried  with  great  excite- 
ment, "  or  I'll  hack  thee  intil  mincement." 

She  curled  her  withered  lips  with  scorn,  as  stretch- 
ing out  both  her  hands  towards  him,  she  answered — 

"  An  ye  were  tae  touch  me,  I'd  pit  a  curse  upon 
ye,  so  that  ye  would  rot  day  by  day ;  and  your  clan 
and  your  cattle  would  rot ;  and  misfortune  would 
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dog  your  steps.  Men  would  shun  ye,  and  ruin 
overwhelm  ye  and  all  belonging  to  ye,  and  ye  would 
be  hunted  and  crushed  like  the  vipers  o'  the  heath." 

She  turned  awa)%  and  slowly  disappeared  behind 
the  crags.  The  Laird  was  deeply  impressed  by  the 
words,  and  the  gathering  gloom  and  unburied  dead 
caused  a  strange  creeping  fear  to  seize  upon  his 
craven  heart 

Men  we  must  pit  the  deid  awa*,"  he  said. 

In  a  short  time  the  survivors  had  hastily  dug 
several  holes  into  which  they  thrust  their  friends 
and  foes,  but  keeping  Camerons  and  Muats  separate, 
for  even  their  dust  would  not  be  allowed  to  mingle. 
The  holes  were  then  as  hurriedly  filled  up,  and  cairns 
of  stones  placed.  And  this  work  being  completed, 
the  treacherous  Laird  and  his  few  followers  rode 
hastily  from  that  gloomy  spot,  taking  the  Camerons 
horses  with  them,  and  made  their  way  rapidly  to 
Braemar.  They  were  considerate  enough,  however, 
to  leave  a  horse  for  the  wounded  Cameron,  though 
they  did  not  concern  themselves  as  to  what  became 
of  him.  The  fact  is,  they  were  too  anxious  about 
themselves,  and  in  too  great  a  hurry  to  get  away  to 
be  able  to  think  of  anyone  in  whom  they  had  no 
interest.  But  the  Cameron  met  with  an  unexpected 
friend  in  the  person  of  Wild  Madge,  and  she  there- 
by proved  that  in  spite  of  her  repulsive  appearance 
she  was  not  without  some  kindly  feeling.  She 
washed  and  bound  up  the  man's  wounds,  and  gave 
him  water  to  drink,  and  when  he  had  somewhat 
recovered  his  strength  she  helped  him  on  to  his 
horse,  and  then  slowly  and  sorrowfully  he  went 
towards  Brux  to  tell  the  doleful  news. 
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A  LOVESICK  SWAIN 

The  Castle  of  Drimminor,  the  seat  of  Lord  Forbes, 
was  situated  in  a  lonely  and  isolated  position  near 
the  desolate  moor  of  Rhynie.  Lord  Forbes  was  a 
reserved  and  proud  man  ;  the  representative  of  a 
very  old  and  distinguished  family,  who  had  rendered 
themselves  conspicuous  by  their  quickness  to  avenge 
insult,  and  the  jealousy  with  which  they  regarded 
their  possessions.  But  the  Forbeses  also  dis- 
tinguished themselves  by  their  stubborn  refusal  to 
espouse  the  quarrels  of  their  neighbours,  unless  their 
own  personal  interest  was  at  stake.  Lord  Forbes 
had  three  sons,  the  youngest  of  whom  was  called 
Robert.  In  personal  appearance  he  was  tall  and 
handsome,  with  a  lithe  wiry  frame,  but  extremely 
youthful  looking,  although  at  this  time  he  was 
turned  twenty,  but  he  might  well  have  passed  for  a 
youth  of  sixteen.  He  had  blue  eyes  and  a  mass  of 
curly  hair,  while  his  delicate  features,  perfect  in 
their  regularity,  had  a  tendency  to  give  him  rather 
an  effeminate  expression,  and  his  frame  was  more 
suggestive  of  powers  of  endurance  rather  than  of 
great  muscular  strength.  Nevertheless  Rob  was  an 
adept  in  those  athletic  arts  which  Highland  youths 
of  the  day  took  delight  in.  He  was  an  unerring 
marksman  with  the  bow,  and  had  been  known  to  send 
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an  arrow  clean  through  an  eagle  on  the  wing.  At 
quarter-staff  he  could  hold  his  own  with  most  men, 
while  few  excelled  him  at  the  claymore.  In  fact  as  an 
expert  swordsman  he  was  considered  to  be  without 
a  rival  for  many  miles  around,  but  he  lacked 
strength  to  give  his  blows  weight  and  effect,  and  so 
it  was  generally  supposed  that  in  an  encounter  with 
a  heavier  and  stronger  man,  notwithstanding  his 
cunning  in  fence,  he  would  be  worsted. 

But  it  was  rather  as  a  student  that  Rob  Forbes 
of  Drimminor  shone,  for  he  was  fond  of  books  and 
given  to  writing  a  little  himself  He  was  a  close 
observer  and  a  lover  of  nature,  and  his  sentiments 
frequently  found  vent  in  tuneful  verse.  He  had 
romantic  notions,  and,  being  a  thoughtful  and 
reserved  young  man,  certain  people  thought  him 
rather  a  fool  than  otherwise. 

Of  course,  the  Forbeses  were  fully  aware  of  the 
feud  that  had  so  long  existed  between  the  Muats 
and  the  Camerons,but  they  took  no  part  in  the  quarrel, 
nor  expressed  an  opinion  one  way  or  another.  It 
was,  however,  an  open  secret  that  Lord  Forbes  did 
not  entertain  any  very  friendly  feeling  towards  the 
Laird  of  Brux,  though  no  one  had  ever  been  able  to 
suggest  the  slightest  reason  for  this  feeling.  Possibly 
— though  this  may  be  wrong — he  did  not  consider 
the  Laird  his  equal  as  regards  pedigree  or  position. 
At  any  rate  Lord  Forbes  did  display  a  certain 
haughtiness  towards  his  neighbour,  and  an  inclina- 
tion to  patronise  him  ;  and,  as  the  head  of  the 
Camerons  would  admit  no  inferiority  in  himself  or 
his  family,  there  was  an  unmistakable  coolness 
between  the  two  houses.    Yet,  notwithstanding  this, 
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the  three  sons  of  Lord  Forbes  looked  with  longing 
eyes  upon  bonnie  Kate  Cameron,  though  with  one 
exception  they  had  never  openly  expressed  their 
thoughts.  The  exception  was  Rob.  He  had  once 
allowed  his  feelings  to  so  far  carry  him  away  that  in 
his  father's  presence  he  spoke  rapturously  and 
enthusiastically  of  Kate.  Lord  Forbes  heard  this 
with  astonishment  and  anger,  and,  turning  sharply 
on  his  son,  he  exclaimed  with  warmth, 

"Rob,  put  that  lassie  from  thy  thoughts,  and 
never  dare  to  speak  of  her  again  in  my  presence.'' 

Rob  was  hurt,  but  dare  not  oppose  his  father,  and 
so  he  held  his  peace,  as  he  knew  that  it  was  his 
father  s  wish  that  he  should  marry  money  ;  for, 
being  the  youngest  son,  he  had  no  great  expecta- 
tions, and  his  fortune  must  come  through  marriage. 
He  had  in  fact  been  encouraged  or  rather  ordered 
to  pay  his  addresses  to  one  Jessie  Davidson  of 
Aberdeen. 

Jessie  was  the  only  child  of  an  exceedingly  rich 
merchant  and  shipowner,  and  startling  stories  were 
told  of  the  fortune  she  would  inherit.  Although 
passably  good-looking,  Jessie  was  not  conspicuous 
for  striking  beauty ;  though  strangely  enough  she 
was  often  spoken  of  as  "  The  Flower  of  Aberdeen." 
No  doubt,  however,  the  reputed  riches  she  would 
inherit  had  something  to  do  with  this.  For  money 
was,  as  it  ever  has  been,  a  powerful  attraction,  and 
people  were  always  ready  and  willing  to  flatter  the 
possessor  of  it.  But  Jessie  Davidson  was  really  a 
comely  girl,  for  she  had  a  fine  figure,  and  a  graceful 
carriage,  and  had  been  brought  up  with  very  genteel 
notions. 
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As  was  only  natural  with  a  young  woman  of  her 
position,  and  with  her  prospects,  she  had  numerous 
suitors,  most  of  them  needy,  broken  men,  who  were 
seeking  to  repair  their  fortunes.  The  homage  and 
attention  that  Jessie  was  thus  able  to  command 
made  her  vain  and  flighty,  until  she  met  at  a 
wedding  dance  Rob  Forbes  of  Drimminor,  and 
though  she  was  older  than  Rob  a  mutual  liking 
sprang  up  between  them,  and  was  encouraged  by 
both  their  parents,  for  Mr.  Davidson  looked  upon  a 
union  with  the  great  house  of  Forbes  as  a  very 
desirable  thing  ;  while  Lord  Forbes  considered  that 
it  was  the  absolute  duty  of  the  youngest  son  to 
bring  money  into  the  family. 

For  a  short  time,  a  very  short  time  indeed,  young 
Forbes  pursued  his  suit  with  great  ardour,  and 
Jessie  returned  his  passion  no  less  warmly.  She,  in 
fact,  seemed  to  lose  her  head  about  him,  as  the 
saying  is,  and  folks  declared  they  were  an  exceed- 
ingly loving  couple,  and  would  make  a  good  match. 

With  Robert  it  was  a  sort  of  infatuation.  He 
was  perhaps  a  little  dazed  at  the  prospect  of  the 
wealth  he  would  acquire  if  he  married  Jessie ;  and 
also  perhaps  he  felt  a  secret  sense  of  triumph  in 
being  able  to  monopolise  her,  when  many  men 
would  have  given  their  little  fingers  for  her  approv- 
ing glances. 

But  Robert  Forbes'  passion  soon  cooled,  and  he 
began  to  display  an  indifference  for  Jessie  that 
caused  her  considerable  uneasiness  and  she  spoke 
to  her  father,  who,  in  turn,  brought  the  matter  under 
the  notice  of  Lord  Forbes,  and  his  Lordship  lost  no 
time  in  taking  his  son  to  task. 
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Rob  bore  the  admonition  silently,  which  led  his 
father  to  infer  that  the  lad  repented,  and  that  things 
would  go  on  smoothly  again.  But  on  the  very  first 
opportunity,  Rob  hurried  to  Jessie,  and  said — 

"  I  have  come  to  ask  your  pardon,  and  to  beg  of 
you  to  release  me.  I  thought  that  I  loved  you,  but 
I  find  that  I  have  made  a  mistake  and  if  we  were  to 
marry  we  should  lead  wretched  lives." 

She  was  staggered  and  amazed  by  his  abruptness 
and  bluntness,  and,  when  she  was  able  to  speak,  she 
said  

"  Rob,  this  is  a  cruel  joke  !  " 

"  Nay,  indeed,  it  is  no  joke." 

"  It  is  the  result  then  of  a  misunderstanding." 

"  No,  it  is  the  result  of  my  knowing  my  own  mind 
better  than  I  did." 

"  Your  mind  must  be  a  very  weak  one,  if  it  can 
change  so  easily,"  she  remarked  bitterly. 

Perhaps  so,  at  any  rate  it  has  been  changed." 

"  And  yet  you  loved  me  ? " 

"  I  thought  so." 

"  Thought  so  !    But  you  vowed  it." 

"  Men  sometimes  make  vows,  but  find  afterwards 
that  they  have  been  misled." 

"  Dare  you,  sir,  accuse  me  of  having  misled  you  ! 
she  exclaimed  with  great  spirit. 

No,  Jessie.  On  the  contrary  I  have  misled 
myself" 

^'  That  is  a  weak  confession." 

"  I  admit  it ;  but  it  is  true  nevertheless." 
And  pray  what  do  you  see  in  me  now  that  is 
different  from  what  it  was,  when  w^e  first  came 
together." 
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"  Nothing.    But  I  am  unworthy  of  you," 

"  You  estimate  yourself  too  lowly.  As  long  as  I 
think  you  worthy  that  is  enough."  She  attempted 
to  twine  her  arms  round  his  neck,  but  he  drew  back 
saying  quickly  

"Jessie,  do  not  mistake  my  meaning.  Our 
engagement  must  end  !  " 

"  Must  end  ?  "  she  echoed,  with  a  look  of  astonish- 
ment. 

"  Yes." 

"  Why  must  ?  " 

"  It  is  unnecessary  that  I  should  give  you  a 
definite  reason  beyond  saying  that  I  cannot  marry 
you." 

"  Is  it  because  you  love  another  ?  "  she  demanded 
angrily. 

I  decline  to  answer." 

"  Ah,  I  see  it  all  now ! "  she  exclaimed  bitterly, 
you  have  tired  of  me  and  transferred  your  affection 
to  somebody  else." 

"  I  do  not  admit  that,  but  I  say  that  if  I  married 
you  I  should  never  be  happy.  Why,  then,  should 
you  wish  to  become  my  wife  ? " 

She  looked  at  him  angrily  for  some  moments,  and 
then,  displaying  great  determination,  and  speaking 
passionately,  she  said, 

"  Rob  Forbes,  you  have  talked  love  to  me  and 
won  my  heart,  and  I  know  now  what  the  fierce 
burning  passion  of  jealously  is.  Beware,  I  say,  for 
I  vow  by  the  soul  of  my  dead  mother  you  shall 
marry  no  one  else  while  I  live." 

Forbes  was  astonished  and  even  alarmed.  He 
had  not  thought  she  possessed  so  much  spirit,  and 
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he  could  hardly  close  his  eyes  to  the  very  evident 
fact  that  he  could  not  clear  himself  of  this  engage- 
ment without  considerable  risk  and  difificulty. 
Evidence  of  this,  in  fact,  was  soon  forthcoming,  for 
Jessie  told  her  father  what  had  taken  place,  and  he 
lost  no  time  in  seeing  Lord  Forbes,  who  waxed  very 
wroth,  and  took  his  son  severely  to  task. 

"  Ye  ken  weel,  Rob,*'  he  said,  "  this  is  a  matter 
affecting  our  honour  and  your  own  future.  There- 
fore look  tae  it;  and  dae  nothing  rash,  for  though  ye 
be  my  ain  flesh  and  bluid  Til  put  ye  awa\  What 
will  ye  dae  then  ? 

"  But  father,'*  urged  his  son,  "  I  am  quite  sure  I 
shall  never  love  Jessie  Davidson." 

"  Hoot,  ye  gommeril,"  cried  his  father  testily, 
"  are  ye  no  aware  that  Jessie  will  bring  ye  a  muckle 
fortune  ?  And  are  ye  going  to  allow  a  silly  senti- 
ment tae  blind  ye  tae  that  fact  ?  You'll  wed  wi* 
Jessie  Davidson,  or  you'll  wed  with  nae  ither  woman 
wi'  my  consent,  so  ye  ken  now  what  ye  hae  tae 
dae." 

Rob  saw  that  it  would  be  an  utter  waste  of  time 
to  argue  the  point  with  his  father,  and,  sighing,  he 
held  his  peace,  though  he  felt  very  unhappy  and 
discontented.  He  had  cast  his  eyes  yearningly  on 
the  sweet  face  of  Kate  Cameron,  and,  though  he  had 
breathed  no  word  of  love  to  her,  he  had  by  un- 
conscious signs  displayed  his  passion  to  her ;  for 
they  often  met,  and  always  on  the  Sabbath  they 
worshipped  together  in  Kildrummy  Kirk,  where,  it 
must  be  confessed,  he  usually  paid  more  attention 
to  her  than  to  the  service. 

Kate  was  not  blind  to  the  signs  he  shewed,  but 
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she  looked  upon  him  rather  with  a  feeling  of 
contempt.  She  thought  him  effeminate  and  weak, 
and  utterly  wanting  in  those  robust  qualities  that  a 
woman  admires  so  much  in  a  man, 

The  opinion  in  which  she  held  him  will  be 
gathered  from  the  following  conversation  she  had  one 
day  with  her  mother,  after  having  accidently  met 
Rob  in  the  Strath — 

"  I  believe  that  young  Rob  Forbes  is  dying  wi' 
love  for  me,  mother,  for  whenever  I  meet  him,  he 
sighs  and  turns  his  eyes  about  and  looks  like  a  man 
who  is  deeply  smitten." 

He's  a  puir  feckless  fule,"  said  the  good  lady 
scornfully. 

Kate,  however,  did  not  altogether  approve  of  this 
sweeping  condemnation,  for  she  did  not  consider 
Rob  to  be  a  fool,  and  perhaps  this  shewed  that  she 
admired  him  more  than  she  cared  to  admit  even  to 
herself,  and  she  made  answer  to  her  mother. 

He's  no  exactly  a  feckless  fule,  but  he's  just  a 
pretty  boy  wi'  no  much  manliness  about  him.  He 
would  perhaps  make  a  good  dancing  master." 

"  Ay,"  responded  her  mother,  with  a  laugh,  "  that's 
aboot  a'  he's  fit  for.  Thae  delicate  hands  of  his 
would  handle  a  fiddle  bow  better  than  a  sword." 
Then  she  added  ironically,  "Puir  chield,  dinna  be 
cruel  to  him,  Kate,  but  just  tell  him  its  nae  use  sigh- 
ing for  the  mune,  because  he  canna  get  it.  He  maun 
wed  on  tae  Jess  Davidson,  and,  as  report  says  she 
has  muckle  siller,  she  will  be  able  to  keep  a 
nurse  tae  look  after  him." 

Although  Kate  did  not  say  anything,  she  felt 
quite  hurt  at  the  way  her  mother  spoke,  for  though 
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she  was  not  pleased  to  think  that  Rob  Forbes  was 
lacking  in  manly  qualities,  she  felt  considerable 
sympathy  for  him.  And,  what  was  strange  under 
the  circumstances,  it  jarred  upon  her  feelings  to 
hear  Jessie's  name  coupled  with  Rob  Forbes.  She 
did  not  know  Jessie  personally,  but  she  did  not  like 
her ;  and  though  perhaps  she  would  not  have 
admitted  it,  this  fact  unmistakably  proved  that  she 
cherished  a  secret  admiration  for  Rob. 

So  impressed  was  she  with  the  idea  that  in 
speaking  of  him  as  she  had  done  to  her  mother  she 
had  done  him  a  wrong,  that  some  days  later,  when 
riding  out  with  her  brother  Angus,  she  met  Rob, 
she  was  unusually  gracious  to  him,  and  allowed  him 
to  ride  beside  her  for  some  distance.  But  with  that 
tantalising  inconsistency  peculiar  to  a  woman,  she 
said  shyly,  as  he  uttered  a  deep  sigh. 

"  No  doubt,  Rob,  you  find  my  society  disagree- 
able, and  you  are  wishing  I  was  Jess  Davidson." 

The  reproachful  look  he  cast  at  her  as  she 
uttered  these  words  must  have  made  her  very 
uncomfortable ;  and  she  fairly  writhed  when  he 
said  pointedly  

"  I  could  scarcely  have  thought  so  much  beauty 
could  cover  so  much  cruelty  as  you  display." 

"  How  am  I  cruel  ?  "  she  demanded  warmly. 

"  You  stab  my  heart  and  yet  I  have  done  you  no 
harm,"  he  answered  mildly. 

She  broke  into  a  sarcastic  laugh  as  he  replied — 
Poor  heart !    I  fear  me,  Rob,  that  your  heart's 
too  soft  for  this  part  of  the  world.    You  should  give 
it  into  keeping  of  some  silken  dame,  whose  tongue 
is  tuned  to  speak  honied  phrases,  and  who  would 
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take  care  of  you  as  an  auld  nurse  tak's  care  o'  a 
wayward  child." 

The  severity  of  this  speech  cut  him  to  the  quick, 
and  he  remarked  with  a  sad  smile — 

"  Your  words  wound  me  like  drops  of  burning  oil. 
But  from  you  I  can  bear  anything." 

She  repented  much  that  she  had  spoken  as  she 
had  done,  for  she  saw  that  he  really  was  hurt,  and 
extending  her  hand  to  him,  she  said  with  assumed 
brusqueness — 

"  Rob  man,  youVe  o'er  sensitive.  I  think  Nature 
intended  you  for  a  woman  instead  of  a  man.  But 
there,  there,  we  winna  quarrel.  We  are  neighbours 
and  we  can  be  friends  at  any  rate." 

He  did  not  fail  to  note  her  patronising  tone,  and 
almost  offensive  manner  ;  but  raising  the  tips  of  her 
fingers  gracefully  to  his  lips,  he  said,  with  the  air  of 
a  courtier  and  a  cavalier — 

"  Lady,  even  blows  from  thee  who  art  so  beautiful 
are  sweet.    Adieu  ! " 

He  lifted  his  bonnet  daintly  and  rode  away,  much 
to  her  amazement ;  for  though  he  could  not  have 
intended  it  to  be  so,  there  was  a  sting  in  his  words 
and  it  probed  her,  while  his  leaving  her  so  abruptly 
wounded  her  pride.  She  was  conscious  that  she 
had  been  rough  and  even  rude  to  him  ;  and  he  had 
returned  her  roughness  with  the  most  dainty 
compliment.  She  felt  somehow  that  the  triumph 
was  decidedly  his,  and  that  he  had  humiliated  her. 
But  the  next  moment  she  laughed  scornfully  to 
herself ;  and  tossing  her  dainty  head,  she  tried  to 
make  herself  believe  that  she  was  not  in  the  least 
affected.     Riding  forward  she  joined  Angus  who 
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had  gone  on ;  and  when  she  came  up  he  said 
snappishly. 

"  I  wonner  at  your  wasting  your  time  wi*  that 
puir  dolt.  I  suppose  he's  been  talking  about  the 
mune  and  the  stars  tae  ye,  and  sighing  like  a  love- 
sick wench.  But  you  won't  wed  wi'  him.  There's 
nae  fear  o'  that  for  he's  no  your  sort." 

"  No,  you  are  right,  Angus,"  answered  his  sister 
quietly  but  firmly,  while  a  bitterly  sarcastic  smile 
wreathed  itself  about  her  pretty  mouth,  and  giving 
her  horse  the  reins  she  galloped  off,  with  her  brother 
at  her  heels,  who  marvelled  at  his  sister's  fitful 
humours. 


CHAPTER  XI 


WRONG    MAY    TURN    EVEN    A    WOMAN    INTO  A 

DEMON 

When  the  Laird  of  Brux,  his  three  sons,  and  eight 
clansmen,  left  Brux  Castle  on  that  fateful  day,  to 
encounter  their  hated  enemies  the  Muats,  there  was 
was  not  a  soul  in  the  Castle  but  thought  they  would 
return  victorious.  This  belief  was  fully  justified  by 
the  fact  that  in  nearly  all  the  encounters  between 
the  rival  clans,  where  the  numbers  were  equal  or 
nearly  so,  the  Camerons  came  off  victorious.  They 
could,  in  fact,  give  their  opponents  fairly  long  odds, 
and  then  beat  them.  It  was  a  knowledge  of  this 
and  that  the  Laird  of  Brux  and  his  sons  were 
magnificent  swordsman,  which,  no  doubt,  induced 
the  Laird  of  Abergeldy  to  sully  his  honour  by  a 
dastardly  act,  and  to  bring  twenty-four  men  into  the 
field  against  twelve  of  his  foes. 

It  need  hardly  be  said  that  no  one  in  Brux 
Castle  dreamed  of  treachery.  Had  it  been  other- 
wise the  story  would  have  had  a  very  different 
ending,  as  the  Muats  would  have  found  to  their  cost. 

If  the  Lady  of  Brux  and  her  daughter  felt  any 
anxiety  about  their  relatives  they  certainly  did  not 
show  it,  but  busied  themselves  in  making  perpara- 
tions  for  the  welcome  they  were  to  have  on  their 
return. 

The  gateway  of  the  old  Castle  was  made  gay 
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with  evergreens  and  a  banner  or  two,  and  on  the 
tower  of  the  Castle  the  standard  of  the  Clan 
Cameron  was  unfurled  to  the  breeze.  In  the  great 
•dining-hall  fresh  rushes  and  heather  were  strewed 
upon  the  floor,  and  the  cooks  were  busy  preparing 
for  the  feast.  A  wild  boar  had  been  slain  a  few 
day  previously,  and  his  huge  head,  stuffed  and 
dressed  and  garnished,  already  graced  the  table, 
besides  which  there  were  joints  of  vension  and 
patties  of  muircock  and  wild  pigeons. 

"  An  the  Laird  only  should  return  th'  day  wi'  the 
heid  o'  Abergeldy  at  his  horse's  crupper/'  observed 
the  Lady  to  her  daughter,  as  the  two  of  them 
occupied  themselves  with  placing  the  dishes  upon 
the  table.  I  vow  that  we  would  feast  for  a  week, 
and  there  should  be  such  piping,  and  drinking,  and 
dancing,  as  Brux  has  never  before  seen,  leastways 
in  my  day.'' 

"  I'm  afraid  that  that  will  no  be,"  answered  Kate, 
Abergeldy  is  over  strong,  and  takes  great  care  of 
his  person,  for  he's  a  coward  at  heart,  and  doesn't 
like  tae  be  too  near  steel  w^eapons  when  they  are 
moving  quickly  aboot.  But  I'se  warrant  me  an'  my 
father  can  get  near  enough  to  measure  swords  wi' 
the  old  villain  he'll  find  out  how  well  the  claymore 
of  a  Cameron  can  hack." 

"  Ay ! "  ejaculated  her  mother,  scrunching  her 
teeth,  "  I'd  like  to  hack  him  mysel',  I'd  do  it  and 
laugh,  and  I'd  see  his  bluid  flowing  awa',  and  just 
feel  I'd  done  my  duty  to  my  country,  for  sichna  a 
villain  shouldna  be  allowed  to  live." 

The  fierceness  of  her  words  and  her  energetic 
manner  indicated  very  conclusively  that  good  lady 
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made  no  idle  boast.  But  had  the  opportuuity 
occurred,  she  would  have  readily  given  practical 
effect  to  her  threat. 

Nothing  could  testify  more  clearly  than  this  to 
the  intense  and  undying  hatred  that  was  cherished 
at  this  time  between  rival  houses.  And  where  this 
hatred  found  vent,  cruelties  were  perpetrated  which 
at  this  distant  period  can  hardly  be  read  of  without 
a  shudder. 

It  must  not  be  thought  that  the  Lady  of  Brux 
was  any  worse  in  this  respect  than  any  of  her 
neighbours  of  the  same  sex.  She  was  perhaps  a 
little  more  emphatic  and  determined ;  but  she 
shared  in  common  the  spirit  and  temper  of  most 
Highland  women  of  the  time,  when  quarrels  were 
instantly  submitted  to  the  arbitrament  of  the  sword 
or  the  skein ;  and  it  took  wonderfully  little  indeed 
to  constitute  a  quarrel  ;  then  blood  would  have 
blood  in  those  days,  and  the  constant  sight  of 
wounds  and  dying  agonies  had  a  decided  tendency 
to  render  people  callous.  At  anyrate  as  far  as  the 
Lady  of  Brux  was  concerned,  she  entertained  for 
the  Muats  such  an  intense  feeling  of  dislike  that  it 
is  very  probable  that  had  she  possessed  the  power 
to  deal  with  them  as  she  wished,  she  would  have 
roasted  them  all  alive.  The  spirit  she  had  carefully 
instilled  into  her  daughter,  who  without  pausing  to 
reason  in  any  way,  held  the  unwavering  belief  that 
the  Muats  were  the  enemies  of  her  race,  and  being 
so  they  ought  to  be  smitten  with  fire,  and  sword, 
and  pestilence,  until  they  were  exterminated.  There 
is  not  much  doubt  that  this  feeling  was  fully 
reciprocated  by  the  Muats. 
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When  Kate  and  her  mother  had  done  all  that  they 
could  do,  and  had  spread  the  feast  ready  for 
the  expected  feasters,  they  began  to  turn  their  eyes 
anxiously  in  the  direction  from  which  they  hoped 
to  see  their  dear  ones  come  riding  in  triumph.  But 
hours  sped,  and  still  there  was  no  sight  or  sound  to 
cheer  the  hearts  of  the  watchers. 

Black  masses  of  clouds  were  rolling  up  ;  and  the 
hills  took  on  a  sullen  gloom,  while  the  wind  soughed 
through  the  valley  with  a  wail. 

They  are  long  in  coming,"  the  Lady  remarked, 
with  ill-concealed  anxiety,  as  for  the  hundredth  time 
she  strained  her  eyes  and  searched  the  pathway 
that  wound  round  the  valley. 

Nor  was  the  anxiety  confined  to  herself  Every 
dweller  in  the  Castle  shared  it,  and  a  restless  un- 
easiness soon  began  to  display  itself,  until  up  spoke 
an  old  retainer,  whose  long  flowing  white  hair  and 
beard  told  of  the  weight  of  years ;  while  many  a 
scar  on  face  and  neck  served  as  a  reminder  that 
he  had  passed  through  more  than  one  deadly 
encounter. 

"  My  Lady,"  he  said,  solemnly,  and  with  weighty 
deliberateness,  "  The  Laird  and  our  kinsmen  are  o'er 
lang  awa,  and  I  begin  tae  hae  my  doubts  aboot  a' 
being  weel  wi'  them.  Fm  an  auld  man,  and  wi'  nae 
muckle  strength  in  my  limbs ;  but  an*  your  Lady- 
ship will  gie  the  word.  Til  ride  forth  wi'  the  men, 
and,  if  aught  wrang  has  befa'en  oor  clan,  may  God 
forget  me  if  I  dinna  she  ath  my  dirk  in  the  Laird  of 
Muat's  heart,  or  peri  sh  in  the  attempt." 

"  No,  my  good  Hugh,"  answered  the  Lady.  "  I 
know  your  faithfulness,  and  the  love  you  bear  for  us. 
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But  the  Laird  of  Abergeldy  is  as  difficult  to  reach 
as  an  auld  fox  in  his  hole.  If  aught  is  wrang,  it's 
too  late  now  to  set  it  right.  We  must  bide  a  wee, 
but,  if  they  dinna  come  soon,  we'll  go  in  search  of 
them." 

She  tried  to  speak  cheerfully,  but  her  heart  was 
sore  oppressed,  and  the  gloomiest  forebodings 
began  to  take  possession  of  her.  These  forebodings 
were  accentuated  when  a  solitary  crow  alighted  on 
the  tower,  and  gave  utterance  to  three  dismal  caws, 
and  then  flew  off  again. 

"  A  curse  on  yon  croaking  corbie,"  she  exclaimed 
passionately,  for  such  an  incident  as  a  crow  alight- 
ing on  the  Castle  and  cawing  three  times  could  not, 
under  the  circumstances,  be  regarded  in  any  other 
light  but  as  a  portent  of  evil.  "  And  I  know  aught 
of  signs,  that  deil's  bird  signifies  sorrow  for  us." 

Half  an  hour  later  the  superstition  received 
verification  or  seemed  to  do  so,  for  there  was 
observed  riding  down  the  valley  a  wounded  man, 
sick  and  faint,  so  that  he  kept  his  saddle  with 
difficulty.  The  lady  and  her  daughter  happened  to 
be  within  the  Castle  at  the  time,  but  those  who  saw 
him  recognised  him  at  once  as  a  Cameron,  and 
they  hurried  out  to  meet  him,  and  as  they  came  up 
he  exclaimed  with  passionate  sobs  : 

"  Wail,  wail ;  they  are  a'  dead,  a'  dead  !  " 

Then  overcome  with  faintness  and  emotion,  he 
fell  into  the  arms  of  those  about  him,  and  was 
carried  to  the  Castle.  In  a  few  minutes  all  was 
wild  confusion,  for  the  news  ran  like  wildfire  that  a 
disaster  had  happened.  The  wounded  man  was 
borne  into  the  great  dining-hall,  and  laid  on  the 
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rushes  on  the  floor.  The  Lady  and  her  daughter 
hurried  in  and  fell  on  their  knees  beside  him,  while 
the  clansmen  filled  the  room. 

"  Quick,  quick,"  cried  the  excited  Lady,  "  some 
drink,  gie  him  some  drink  that  he  may  speak  and 
tell  us  the  worst.'' 

In  a  moment  a  flagon  of  wine  was  brought,  and 
some  of  it  was  poured  down  his  throat.  Slowly  he 
revived,  and  opened  his  bloodshot  eyes,  and  then 
the  Lady,  in  her  terror  and  excitement,  seizing  him 
almost  roughly,  exclaimed  : 

"  Speak  man,  for  though  Death  has  you  in  his 
grip,  ye  maun  find  words  to  tell  us  all  before  your 
tongue  grows  stiff*." 

He  roused  up  as  a  dying  war-horse  rouses  up  at 
the  blast  of  the  trumpet.  His  pale  face  flushed  red, 
and  his  excitement  caused  the  blood  to  gush  afresh 
from  his  wounds.  He  raised  himself  on  his  elbow, 
and  grinding  his  teeth,  while  his  eyes  seemed  to 
bulge  with  the  fierce  passion  that  shook  him,  he 
moaned  out  the  words  : 

"  I  alone  live  oot  o'  the  twelve,  and  I  would  hae 
killed  myself,  but  I  wanted  to  bring  thee  the  awful 
news.  Your  husband,  and  your  sons,  and  your 
kinsmen  are  a'  murdered  by  the  treacher  Muat. 
He  brought  twenty-four  men  against  us.  There 
were  twa  o'  them  on  each  horse.  And  though  we 
sent  thirteen  o'  the  Muats  tae  perdition,  I  alone 
live  oot  o'  the  twelve  Camerons." 

He  fell  back  exhausted.  Blood  oozed  from  his 
mouth,  and  a  death-like  ashen  paleness  spread 
itself  over  his  face. 
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arose  to  the  roof  a  heart-piercing  wail  of  passionate 
pain.  Kate  sunk  down  beside  the  dying  man,  and 
burying  her  face  in  her  hands,  she  sobbed  with 
convulsive  agony.  But  on  the  Lady  of  Brux  the 
effect  was  different.  She  rose  to  her  feet  and 
staggered,  and  one  of  the  men  stepped  forward  to 
support  her,  thinking  she  was  going  to  fall.  But 
with  a  fierce  sort  of  snort  she  pushed  him  away, 
and  stood  firm  as  a  rock,  and  towering  in  her  rage 
like  the  embodiment  of  pitiless  vengeance. 

It  would  almost  be  impossible  to  convey  by  mere 
description  an  adequate  notion  of  her  startling 
appearance.  Her  eyes  were  blazing  with  a  light 
that  seemed  quite  unnatural.  All  the  colour  had 
fled  from  her  face  which  vv^as  of  the  hue  of  marble, 
but  unlike  marble,  the  working  of  the  muscles  told 
how  terrible  was  the  tempest  of  passion  and  emotion 
that  was  raging  within  her.  Her  breast  heaved 
and  fell  rapidly,  and  her  breath  came  quick  and 
short  and  with  a  raspy  sound.  One  hand  she 
pressed  over  her  heart,  the  other,  clenched,  hung  by 
her  side,  but  the  working  of  the  muscles  of  the 
arm  corresponded  with  the  twitching  of  her  face. 

Some  moments  passed,  in  fact  minutes,  and .  the 
room  was  filled  with  the  dismal  wailing  sobs  of 
those  assembled.  But  the  Lady  of  Brux  did  not 
sob  ;  she  did  not  wail.  She  looked,  with  her  glow- 
ing eyes,  her  knit  brow,  her  dilating  nostrils,  her 
closely  compressed  lips,  and  her  heaving  bosom, 
the  incarnation  of  wrath,  and  wrath  that  would 
certainly  burst  forth  soon  and  with  destructive 
force,  and  then  woe  betide  those  that  came  within 
its  reach. 
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Presently  the  spell  which  seemed  to  have  bound 
her  for  the  time  was  broken,  and  the  struggling 
volcano  of  passion  found  vent. 

"  Cease  that  wailing  !  "  she  cried  commandingly, 
and  so  authoritative  were  her  manner  and  tone  that 
instantly  a  silence  fell  upon  the  assembly,  broken 
only  now  and  again  by  a  convulsive  and  irres- 
pressible  sob  from  one  or  other  of  the  women. 

"  Speak,  man,"  she  said  sternly  to  the  dying 
clansman  at  her  feet,  "  didst  thou  say  the  Laird  was 
killed  ?  " 

Ay,  Lady,'*  the  man  answered  with  difficulty. 
"  And  the  Laird's  sons  ?  " 
"Ay!" 

"  Even  Angus  ?  " 
Ay,  even  Angus  !  " 

The  Lady  gasped  as  a  pang  of  pain  shook  her. 
Then  after  a  pause  she  went  on — 

"  And  Muat  proved  himself  a  treacher  ?  " 

"  Ay,  the  agreement  was  for  twelve  horses  on 
either  side,  but  Muat  brought  twa  men  on  each  of 
his  beasts." 

"  The  damnable  and  accursed  knave !  "  she  hissed 
with  fiery  passion.  But  tell  me  did  this  human 
devil  escape  scathless  }  " 

"  Ay." 

"Then  is  Heaven  unjust,"  she  moaned. 

"  But  thy  sons  killed  his  sons,"  the  man  ex- 
claimed, "  so  that  his  house  is  desolate." 

The  Lady  broke  into  an  unnatural  laugh, 
and  an  expression  of  wild  joy  came  into  her  pale 
face. 

"That,  at  least,  is  an  item  of  good  news,"  she 
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exclaimed  exultingly.  Then  suddenly  changing- 
again,  she  added  between  her  teeth,  "  But  the 
serpent,  the  poisonous  toad,  the  treacher — he  lives  f 
he  lives  and  Heaven  is  unjust.  "  Oh  !  is  there  no 
powder  w^ill  deliver  this  man  into  my  hands,  that  I 
may  slowly  torture  him  to  death?  My  husband,, 
my  lads,  my  clansmen  slain  by  him,  and  yet  he 
lives ! "  ^ 

And  as  she  spcjke,  those  around  her  broke  inta 
sobs  again. 

"  Cease  this  wailing,''  she  cried  hoarsely,  and 
stamping  her  foot  with  fierce  passion.  "We  will 
wail  anon,  but  now  the  blood  of  our  slaughtered 
dear  ones  is  shrieking  in  our  ears  for  vengeance. 
Let  us  not  drown  its  voice  by  useless  moan- 
ings." 

At  this  moment  the  wounded  man  on  the  rushes 
made  a  gurgling  sound  in  his  throat,  while  a  great 
spurt  of  blood  came  out  of  his  mouth.  Then 
turning  his  fast  glazing  eyes  on  his  chieftainess, 
something  like  a  faint  smile  passed  over  his 
pallid  and  pain-distorted  features,  and  with  a 
spasm  and  a  struggfe  he  yielded  up  his  breath  and 
was  dead. 

Once  more,  a  solernn^  silence  fell  upon  the 
assembly,  broken  at  lasf^  by  the  Lady,  who  said 
slowly, 

"  This  man's  death  sets  the  seal  on  the  accursed 
deed.  Twelve  went  from  us  this  morning,  vigorous 
with  healthy  life,  and  lusty  with  manly  strength, 
and  now  as  the  day  ends  our  twelve  are  dead — 
slain  by  treachery.  Speak  Camerons.  Shall  we 
weep  first,  or  revenge  them  and  weep  afterwards  ?  " 
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"  We  will  revenge  them  first ! came  the  fierce 
answer. 

"  Ay !  you  are  Camerons  yet,"  returned  the  Lady 
with  an  angry  smile.  "  Let  each  man  kiss  his  skein 
and  solemnly  swear  here,  in  the  presence  of  the 
dead,  that  this  day's  bloody  work  shall  be  terribly 
and  amply  revenged.*' 

Instantly  each  man  drew  his  weapon,  and  kissed 
it,  which  was  equivalent  to  an  oatfi,  and,  speaking 
together,  they  said  with  suppressed  fierceness — 

"  W e  swear  here,  in  the  presence  of  the  dead,  that 
we  will  never  rest  until  we  have  avenged  this  day's 
wrong." 

No  one  could  have  heard  these  words,  and  the 
significant  manner  in  which  they  were  uttered, 
without  being  impressed  with  their  terrible  por- 
tent, for  they  were  the  mutterings  of  the  storm 
that  would  have  to  expend  its  destructive 
and  annihilating  fury  before  there  could  be  calm 
again. 

Then  each  one  filed  past  the  dead  clansman,  and 
as  he  did,  he  knelt  on  one  knee  ,and  touched  the 
dead  man's  forehead,  which  was,  a  confirmation  of 
the  oath  that  they  had  already  taken  on  their 
skeins.  And  when  this  cefeitiony  was  over  they 
went  out.  The  Lady  of  Brux  and  her  daughter 
withdrew  to  their  room,  and  there  they  showed  that 
they  were  women  by  weeping  copiously,  and  the 
Lady,  having  once  allowed  grief  to  assert  itself, 
seemed  now  to  be  quite  prostrated,  and  she  sobbed 
and  moaned  like  one  whose  heart  was  broken. 
But  in  about  half-an-hour  she  regained  her  self- 
possession,  and,  betraying  her  characteristic  sterness 
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and  determination,  she  suddenly  seized  her 
daughter's  wrist  in  a  fierce  grasp  and  exclaimed — 

Girl,  thy  brothers  and  thy  father  lie  dead,  and 
their  murderer  still  lives.  He  will  know  now  that  he 
will  be  marked  by  hundreds  of  eyes,  and  that  there 
is  not  a  Cameron  in  all  the  land  but  will  swear  to 
have  his  blood.  Therefore  he  will  keep  himself 
close  and  maybe  take  himself  away  to  some  place 
of  safety  and  thy  father  and  thy  brothers  will  go 
unavenged." 

"  It  must  not,  shall  not  be !  cried  the  girl 
hotly. 

It  must  not  and  shall  not  be ! "  echoed  her 
mother  with  stern  resolution.  "  Thou  hast  beauty. 
Men  become  slaves  to  women's  beauty,  but  by  the 
heaven  that  bends  above  us,  I  swear  that  no  man, 
with  my  consent,  shall  gain  thy  heart  and  enjoy  thy 
body  until  he  has  first  fleshed  his  sword  in  the 
viper  heart  o'  the  Laird  o'  Abergeldy." 

In  her  passion  and  anger  Kate  seemed  a  veritable 
reflex  of  her  mother,  and,  drawing  herself  up,  she 
struck  her  breast  and  uttered  with  menacing 
significance  these  words — 

"  The  price  of  my  heart  mother,  is  the  heart's 
blood  of  the  accursed  treacher  Muat.  There 
is  no  other  fee  in  all  the  wide  world  can  buy 
it." 

"  There  speaks  my  husband's  daughter,"  said 
the  Lady  of  Brux  proudly,  and  with  a  grim 
smile. 


CHAPTER  XII 


A  RACE  FOR  LIFE 

The  days  that  followed,  proved  to  the  Lady  of 
Brux  that  though  it  might  be  easy  enough  to  preach 
that  revenge  should  come  first  and  sorrow  after,  it  was 
a  very  different  thing  to  put  it  into  practice.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  she  gave  way  to  uncontrollable  grief 
when  her  anger  had  to  some  extent  subsided,  and 
she  realised  the  awful  desolation  of  her  house. 
After  all  she  was  a  woman  ;  a  little  strong-minded 
perhaps,  but  possessed  of  a  woman's  nature,  with 
its  tender  spot  that  had  only  to  be  touched  to  pro- 
duce sorrow  or  joy. 

It  was  a  fell  swoop ;  her  three  sons  and  her 
husband  at  one  blow,  and  she  would  have  been  a 
strange  being  indeed  had  she  not  been  bowed  down 
by  so  weighty  an  affliction.  For  many  days  she 
kept  her  room,  and  refused  to  see  anyone  but  her 
daughter,  who  was  no  less  sorrow-stricken.  At  last, 
however,  the  passion  of  their  grief  calmed  down, 
and  soon  the  revengeful  feelings  began  to  reassert 
themselves,  and  then  suddenly  mother  and  daughter, 
seemed  to  change  to  vixens  once  more,  as  word  was 
brought  to  them  that  a  party  of  four  Muats  had 
been  captured  and  brought  in  by  a  party  of  the 
Camerons,  and  the  lady  was  requested  to  state  her 
pleasure  in  regard  to  them. 
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She  broke  into  an  exultant,  bitter  laugh  when  she 
heard  the  news,  and  exclaimed  eagerly — 
Where  are  these  toads  ?  " 

"  Safe  in  the  dungeon." 

"  Thou  art  sure  they  are  safe  ?  " 

"  Unless  they  be  deils  themselves,  or  in  league 
with  the  deil.  Til  warrant  me  they'll  no  get  awa'/' 

"  Are  you  no  aware,  man,  that  all  the  Muats  are 
in  league  with  the  deil  ?  cried  the  Lady  sternly. 
"  But  see  to  it  that  these  four  are  caged  securely. 
To-morrow  we'll  hae'  sport  wi'  them.'' 

This  grim  irony  seemed  to  please  the  man,  who 
smiled  and  withdrew. 

When  the  man  had  gone,  Kate  exclaimed — 

"  It  is  something  to  have  caught  even  four  of  these 
vermin,  but,  mother,  our  revenge  will  never  be 
satisfied  while  the  Laird  o'  Abergeldy  lives." 

"  No,"  answered  the  mother  hoarsely.  "  But 
Kate,  we  maun  find  the  means  tae  get  at  him.  We 
are  pledged  tae  it,  and  until  we  hae  fulfilled  our 
pledge  the  bluid  o'  your  father  and  your  brothers 
will  cry  aloud  to  us,  and  never  cease  crying.  Nay 
an  we  were  to  kill  every  Muat  in  the  country  save 
the  auld  fox  our  revenge  would  be  incomplete. 
He  must  die,  for  to  him  we  owe  our  desolation  and 
our  sorrow." 

The  must  is  easy  said  ;  the  way  is  hard  to  find," 
Kate  remarked  dolefully. 

The  way  will  show  itself,"  answered  the  mother, 
"  but  if  it  does  not  we  will  find  the  way,  cost  what 
it  will." 

It  may  be  thought  by  the  reader  that  to  have 
taken  a  man's  life  in  such  a  wild  country,  and  in 
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such  a  time,  would  have  been  an  easy  matter, 
especially  when  it  is  considered  how  easily  assassins 
could  be  hired,  and  that  the  Lady  of  Brux,  with  her 
influence  over  her  clansmen,  and  the  ample  means  at 
her  disposal,  should  have  experienced  no  difficulty  in 
slaying  Muat. 

Probably  if  her  revenge  had  been  directed  against 
any  other  person,  she  would  not  have  experienced 
any  difficulty.  But  the  Laird  o'  Abergeldy  was  no 
ordinary  man.  It  has  already  been  said  that 
physically  he  was  a  giant,  both  in  size  and  strength, 
and  he  bore  the  reputation  ot  being  the  most  power- 
ful man  in  the  North  of  Scotland.  But,  apart  from 
this,  he  was  exceedingly  shrewd  and  vigilant.  He 
had,  however,  even  a  better  safeguard  than  his 
stupendous  strength  and  intelligent  watchfulness,  in 
the  persons  of  his  clansmen,  who  were  devoted  to 
him.  And,  as  the  times  were  dangerous,  suspicion 
was  ever  active,  and  an  unknown  person  would  have 
found  it  next  to  impossible  to  have  intruded  himself 
amongst  the  clan  without  being  detected.  And,  as 
the  Laird  never  left  his  stronghold  without  a 
number  of  his  followers  being  with  him,  it  will  thus 
be  seen  that  he  was  not  easily  got  at  by  those  who 
meant  him  ill. 

The  Lady  of  Brux  knew  quite  well  what  sort  of 
man  she  had  to  deal  with,  and  that  knowledge  if  it 
it  did  not  quite  make  her  despair  of  attaining  her 
object,  nevertheless  caused  her  to  feel  that  her 
task  would  be  a  hard  one. 

The  four  unfortunate  Muats  who  had  been  cap- 
tured, were  part  of  a  small  party  who  were  making 
their  way  to  Glenbucket,  when  they  were  surprised 
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and  surrounded  by  a  stronger  party  of  Camerons. 
Three  of  the  Muats  escaped,  and  the  other  four 
after  a  sharp  struggle,  were  overpowered,  deprived 
of  their  weapons,  and  brought  in  triumph  to  Brux, 
where  they  were  bound  with  cords,  as  if  they  had 
been  wild  beasts,  and  subjected  to  every  form  of  in- 
sult and  indignity.  They  knew  that  they  could  ex- 
pect no  mercy  at  the  hands  of  their  captors,  for  the 
tragedy  of  the  Glen  of  Drumgoudrum  was  too 
recent.  But  their  Highland  pride  was  wounded  to 
the  quick  by  the  treatment  they  received. 

The  following  day  the  Lady  of  Brux  announced 
her  pleasure  with  reference  to  the  wretched  captives. 
They  were  to  be  hanged  at  noon  on  the  dhool  tree, 
after  every  possible  indignity  had  been  heaped  upon 
their  heads. 

Noon  arrived,  and  in  the  presence  of  the  whole 
household,  including  the  Lady  and  her  daughter,  the 
four  men  were  brought  out  to  the  space  where  the 
fatal  tree  stood.  They  were  fine  stalwart  men,  and 
all  young,  one  being  little  more  than  a  youth,  with 
handsome  face  and  splendid  limbs.  They  were  still 
bound  with  the  ropes,  but  nevertheless  their  coun- 
tenances wore  a  sullen  stoical,  defiant,  expression. 

"  You  hae  the  look  o'  dogs,  and  we  are  going  to 
gie  ye  a  dog's  death,"  said  the  Lady  passionately. 

"  Ye  can  dae  wi'  us  what  ye  like,"  answered  one 
of  the  prisoners  gruffly, "  but  mark  ye  this,  as  sure  as 
ye  injure  a  hair  o'  oor  heids,  ye'U  hae  to  pay  a  terrible 
reckoning." 

"  Dinna  fash  yerseF,  my  gude  man,"  replied  the 
Lady,  with  grim  irony  ;  we'll  see  that  the  hairs  o* 
your  heids  are  no  injured.    Ronald,  turning  to  one 
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of  her  followers,  bring  oot  the  big  shears  and  tak'  a' 
the  hair  afif  thae  puir  creatures." 

The  prisoners  looked  aghast  as  this  order  was 
given,  for  no  greater  insult  could  be  offered  to  a 
clansman  than  to  cut  his  hair  off. 

In  a  few  moments  two  or  three  pairs  of  huge 
shears  were  brought  out,  and  then,  with  pitiless 
roughness,  during  which  the  flesh  was  often  cut,  the 
the  wretched  men  were  shorn  of  their  locks  and 
beards.  Then  they  were  jeered  and  hooted,  as  they 
stood  there  broken-hearted,  and  a  sorry  spectacle 
indeed.  And  as  their  tormentors  grew  more  ex- 
cited they  grew  more  pitiless,  and  someone  pro- 
cured a  basin  of  brine  and  the  stuff  was  rubbed  into 
the  bleeding  heads  of  the  sufferers,  causing  them 
unendurable  agony. 

It  was  a  terrible  scene,  but  it  only  served  to 
illustrate  how  utterly  pitiless  the  fueds  and  retalia- 
tions that  were  common  to  the  time,  made  people, 
who  were  all  tenderness,  and  devotion,  and  gentle- 
ness to  those  who  were  dear  to  them,  while  to  their 
enemies  they  could  display  the  attributes  of  fiends. 

The  abasing  indignities  to  which  the  captive 
Highlanders  were  subjected  were  infinitely  harder 
for  them  to  endure  than  w^as  the  fear  of  death. 
And  to  stand  there,  helpless  and  bound,  a  laughing- 
stock for  their  enemies,  rendered  them  furious, 
though  their  fury  was  as  harmless  as  that  of  a 
bound  and  caged  lion.  But  one  of  them  unable 
longer  to  control  himself,  spat  at  the  Lady  of  Brux, 
and,  with  unutterable  hatred  displaying  itself  in  his 
ghastly  face,  he  hissed  out  with  awful  fierceness — 

"  You  she-cat ;    you  woman-devil  tremble,  for 
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there  will  be  a  heavy  revenge  taken  for  this  day's 
work ! " 

"  Impudent  cur,"  she  exclaimed  in  return,  stamp- 
ing her  foot  with  passion.  "  Barest  thou  talk  to 
me  of  revenge  when  my  house  has  been  desolated, 
my  husband  and  sons  slain  by  thy  doubly  accursed 
Chief.  Revenge  is  mine,  but  this  is  only  a  drop  in 
the  measure  I  intend  to  have." 

The  man  would  have  spoken  again,  but  an  old 
grey-bearded  clansman,  outraged  by  hearing  his 
chieftainess  described  as  a  she-cat  and  woman-devil, 
drew  his  claymore,  and  with  a  fell  sweep  cleft  open 
the  skull  of  the  prisoner  who  pitched  forward  on  the 
ground  a  ghastly  sight,  and  weltering  in  his  blood. 

Kate  turned  away  with  a  sense  of  horror,  but  her 
mother  seemed  annoyed,  and  said  half-angrily  to 
her  impetuous  follower — "James,  thou  art  rash. 
Thou  should'st  have  waited/' 

"  No,  Lady,"  answered  the  old  man  with  great 
dignity.  "  The  dog  insulted  thee,  and  I  cut  him 
down  in  his  speech." 

"  Thou  wert  right ;  thou  wert  right,"  she  re- 
marked. "  The  Camerons  brook  not  insult.  Is  the 
rope  ready  ?  " 

"  Ay,  it's  a'  ready,"  answered  several  voices. 

The  other  three  prisoners  seemed  to  have  be- 
come appalled  into  dumbness  by  the  fate  that  had 
overtaken  their  unfortunate  comrade.  And  yet 
they  would  have  infinitely  rather  have  had  that 
mode  of  death  for  themselves  than  the  degrading 
one  of  hanging.  For  these  fighting  hill  men  looked 
upon  that  form  of  execution  as  only  fit  for  the  most 
degraded  criminals.    But  they  had  no  choice  in  the 
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matter,  for  at  a  sign  from  the  pitiless  Lady  of  Brux 
one  of  the  three  was  seized,  the  noose  was  placed 
round  his  neck,  and  he  was  slowly  hoisted  up  ;  dying 
a  lingering  and  agonising  death  by  strangulation. 

When  his  appearance  indicated  that  human 
vengeance  was  powerless  to  affect  him  more,  he 
was  let  down  and  another  one  took  his  place. 

The  fourth  man,  who  happened  to  be  the  youth- 
ful one  already  alluded  to,  witnessed  these  execu- 
tions with  a  sense  of  shame  that  well  nigh  drove 
him  raving  mad.  And  while  the  attention  of  those 
around  was  riveted  on  the  swinging  body  of  the 
suspended  man,  the  youth,  with  a  superhuman 
strength,  begotten  by  desperation,  succeeded  in 
bursting  the  cords  wherewith  he  was  bound,  and 
with  a  wild  cry  of  joy  he  bounded  off  with  the 
fleetness  of  a  mountain  roe. 

So  utterly  amazed  were  the  Camerons  by  this 
unexpected  and  sudden  movement,  that  they 
looked  at  each  other  dumbfounded  for  some 
moments.  These  moments  gave  the  fugitive  a 
good  start,  and  he  bounded  on  with  a  speed  that 
was  astonishing.  Then  with  a  great  shout  a  score 
of  Camerons  were  after  him.  On  they  went 
thundering  over  the  heath,  bounding  over  the  rocks 
and  clearing  with  flying  leaps  every  obstacle  that 
lay  in  their  way.  Surely  hare  and  hounds  never 
went  with  greater  speed  than  did  that  hunted  youth 
and  his  pitiless  pursuers.  He  managed  without 
checking  his  speed,  to  divest  himself  of  some  of  his 
clothing,  which  acted  as  an  impediment  to  rapid 
flight ;  and  thus  lightened,  he  rushed  up  the  dark 
hill  of  Lonach,  thinking  no  doubt  that  if  he  couJd 
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keep  his  pursuers  at  a  respectful  distance  until  he 
gained  the  summit  he  might  get  clear,  for  the  other 
side  was  wooded  and  broken  with  ravines. 

The  break-neck  speed  up  hill  began  to  tell,  and 
three  or  four  of  those  who  followed  gave  up,  from 
sheer  exhaustion.  But  the  more  practised  and 
hardy  runners  held  on,  although  they  could  not  gain 
on  the  fugitive,  who  was  racing  for  his  life,  was 
unencumbered  with  weight,  and  was  in  the  full  and 
lusty  vigour  of  young  manhood.  Every  nerve,  every 
muscle,  every  sinew  was  strained  to  its  utmost,  as  he 
bounded  forward  with  a  speed  that  almost  rivalled 
the  wild  deer  of  his  native  mountains.  His  eyes 
seemed  starting  from  his  head,  the  thews  of  his  neck 
and  legs  stood  prominently  forth  like  cords,  his 
chest  heaved  as  if  it  would  burst,  and  the  perspira- 
tion appeared  to  spurt  from  him.  But  he  was  far 
from  being  exhausted  yet,  and  as  capable  of  hold- 
ing out  as  long  as  his  pursuers.  It  was,  in  fact,  a 
mere  question  of  endurance,  and  if  any  slight  thing 
should  give  him  the  smallest  advantage  he  would 
in  all  probability  escape. 

Onward  he  pressed.  He  heard  the  hard  panting 
of  his  foes  as  they  strove  might  and  main  to  reach 
him.  It  was  like  the  panting  of  ravening  wolves 
thirsting  for  their  prey. 

He  was  now  nearing  the  summit  of  the  hill. 
That  once  gained  and  there  would  be  hope ;  for 
while  the  others  would  be  still  ascending  he  would 
be  going  down,  and  would  thus  be  enabled  to  place 
many  more  yards  between  himself  and  his  enemies. 
One  more  mighty  effort,  one  more  great  struggle, 
one  upward  bound,  and  surely  his  life  would  be  won. 
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This  would  have  been  so  in  all  probability  but  for 
an  unlucky  accident.  His  doom  had  been  cast,  in 
fact,  and  in  spite  of  his  noble  and  supreme  efforts 
he  could  not  escape ;  for  as  he  neared  the  summit 
his  foot  caught  in  a  tangled  tuft  of  heather,  and  he 
fell  forward  at  full  length  with  terrible  force,  injuring 
severely  one  of  his  kneecaps.  He  knew  now  that 
hope  had  passed,  for  his  pursuers  were  on  him.  If 
he  had  only  been  possessed  of  a  weapon  he  would 
have  turned  at  bay  and  sold  his  life  dearly.  As  it 
was  he  resolved  not  to  be  taken  alive.  It  happened 
that  close  to  where  he  fell  was  a  sort  of  natural 
quarry  ;  a  large  semi-circular  hollow  in  the  hill-side, 
caused,  probably,  by  the  land  at  some  period  or 
other  slipping  away  from  a  great  bed  of  rock,  which 
had  been  exposed.  From  the  edge  to  the  bottom 
would  be  nearly  a  hundred  feet.  The  rock  did  not 
plunge  down  perpendicularly,  but  sloped  to  an 
angle  of  about  seventy  degrees,  and  in  that  particular 
part  was  smoothed  and  polished,  a  few  ferns  and 
some  scanty  tufts  of  heather  alone  finding  a  resting- 
place  in  the  crannies  of  the  wall. 

The  wretched  man  took  in  the  situation  at  a 
glance.  He  struggled  to  his  feet  with  great  difficulty, 
and,  in  spite  of  his  twisted  knee-cap  he  leapt  to  the 
edge  of  the  wall  of  rock.  His  face  was  filled  with 
an  expression  of  triumph  and  defiance  ;  while  from 
his  eyes  shot  forth  a  look  of  ineffable  pride. 

Standing  there  for  an  instant  with  the  strong 
light  bringing  into  prominence  the  scornful  expres- 
sion of  his  face,  he  presented  a  magnificent  yet 
terrible  picture  of  human  exultation  and  defiance  in 
the  presence  of  death. 
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His  pursuers  were  close  upon  him.  A  few  steps 
more  and  he  would  be  in  their  grip.  But  before 
those  steps  could  be  taken  he  uttered  a  mocking 
laugh,  and  raising  his  arms  up  he  threw  himself 
over  the  rock.  He  turned  a  complete  somersault, 
struck  the  rock  with  sickening  force,  and  his  brains 
were  scattered,  bounded  off  again,  struck  the  rock 
once  more  lower  down,  and  then  with  an  awful 
thud  crashed  on  the  ground  at  the  bottom,  and 
lay  there  a  mangled,  bleeding  mass  of  flesh  and 
bones. 

The  Camerons  gave  vent  to  a  cry  of  rage  as  their 
victim  thus  escaped  them,  for  they  felt  that  he  had 
triumphed  even  in  death. 

Panting  painfully  and  thoroughly  exhausted,  they 
threw  themselves  down  on  the  ground  to  regain 
their  breath,  and  when  they  had  recovered  they 
wended  their  way  back,  leaving  the  mangled 
remains  where  they  were  as  food  for  the  birds  of 
prey  and  the  night  animals. 

A  few  hours  later,  as  the  day  was  ending,  they 
carried  the  other  three  bodies  close  to  Badenyon, 
and  digging  a  deep  hole  they  thrust  them  in. 
Then  over  the  rough  grave  they  placed  a  slab  of 
slate,  and  chalked  on  it  in  Gaelic. 

"  Here  lie  the  bodies  of  three  dogs,  and  they  were 
called  Muat."  As  darkness  fell,  and  tired,  and 
weary,  the  Camerons  wended  their  way  homeward, 
they  felt  that  that  day  they  had  at  least  written  one 
page  of  the  story  of  Cameronian  Retribution,  which 
the  Muats  would  have  to  tell.  But  while  the  Laird 
himself  lived  the  story  would  never  be  complete, 
and  it  was  doubtful  whether  he  could  be  reached. 


CHAPTER  XIII 


BETWEEN  TWO  STOOLS 

When  Robert  Forbes  parted  from  Kate  Cameron 
on  the  occasion  when  she  treated  him  so  cavaHerly, 
he  felt  that  it  was  hopeless  to  continue  to  cherish  a 
regard  for  her,  and  he  resolved  that  he  would  no 
longer  pursue  a  shadow  as  he  had  been  doing,  but 
would  dutifully  obey  his  father  and  marry  Jessie 
Davidson.  It  must  not  be  supposed  that  this  de- 
cision was  arrived  at  without  many  a  keen  pang, 
and  desperate  struggle  with  himself,  for  the  fact  re- 
mained that  he  loved  Kate.  But  he  was  proud  ;  he 
would  not  have  been  his  father's  son  if  he  had  not 
been  so,  but  pride  has  its  limits  of  endurance,  and 
the  limit  in  his  case  had  been  reached. 

"  Whenever  it  is  your  pleasure,"  said  he  to  his 
father  next  day,  "  I  will  marry  Jessie  Davidson." 

Lord  Forbes  was  surprised,  though  agreeably  so. 
But  as  he  considered  that  Rob  was  fickle-minded, 
at  least  so  far  as  Jessie  Davidson  was  concerned,  he 
deemed  it  prudent  that  the  marriage  should  take 
place  with  the  least  possible  delay,  and  he 
announced  his  intention  of  going,  in  the  course  of  a 
day  or  two,  to  Aberdeen  to  see  Mr.  Davidson,  and 
of  taking  Rob  with  him. 

It  so  happened,  however,  that  when  the  time  came, 
Lord  Forbes  had  an  engagement  of  more  pressing 
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importance  to  attend  to,  but  he  requested  Rob  to 
go  nevertheless,  and  so  the  young  man  set  off, 
accompanied  by  one  servant,  and  bearing  a  hand- 
some present  for  his  intended  bride. 

Surely  lover  never  went  to  meet  with  heavier 
heart,  the  woman  he  was  expecting  to  marry,  than 
Rob  Forbes  did  on  this  occasion,  as  he  left  his 
father's  hall  to  see  Miss  Davidson.  It  was  all  very 
well  for  him  to  try  and  make  himself  believe  that 
he  had  become  indifferent  to  Kate  Cameron,  but, 
after  all,  it  was  only  a  make-believe,  for  Kate 
occupied  his  thoughts — Kate  possessed  his  heart. 

He  reached  Aberdeen  in  due  course,  and  was 
very  graciously  received  by  Mr.  Davidson  and  his 
daughter.  And  when  he  made  known  to  Mr. 
Davidson,  Lord  Forbes'  wish  that  the  marriage 
should  take  place  as  speedily  as  possible,  there  was 
great  rejoicing  in  the  Davidson  household,  and  it 
was  determined  that  a  feast  should  be  held  in  honour 
of  the  good  news. 

Three  days  later  this  feast  took  place,  and  neigh- 
bours from  far  and  near  were  invited.  Everybody 
seemed  to  be  in  the  highest  possible  spirits  but  Rob 
himself  He,  on  the  contrary,  was  silent  and  sad, 
and  so  conspicuous  was  this  that  it  called  forth 
many  remarks.  His  absent-mindedness,  the  way  in 
which  he  sighed,  his  apparent  indifference  to  the 
bride-elect,  caused  great  surprise,  and  some  of  the 
younger  guests,  indulged  in  confidential  comments 
that  were  far  from  flattering  to  the  youth  ;  while  the 
older  ones  shook  their  heads  gravely  and  whispered, 
that  if  there  was  much  love  between  the  young  couple 
it  was  all  on  one  side  and  that  side  was  not  Rob's. 
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If  he  was  conscious  of  all  that  was  being  said  about 
him  he  gave  no  indication  of  it,  but  seemed  almost 
oblivious  to  his  surroundings.  If  he  was  asked  to 
drink,  he  did  it  mechanically,  and  if  he  was  pressed 
to  eat,  it  was  the  same  thing.  As  some  one 
remarked,  he  was  there  in  body,  it  was  true,  but  he 
seemed  to  be  away  in  spirit. 

Now  it  was  not  at  all  likely  that  his  peculiar 
behaviour  would  be  agreeable  to  his  host,  or 
pleasing  to  the  lady  to  whom  he  was  pledged. 
Mr.  Davidson  thought  to  honour  his  guest 
but  seemed  to  be  boring  him  instead ;  while 
Jessie  herself  was  hurt  and  offended.  And  so 
outraged  were  her  feelings,  that  she  was  unable  at 
last  to  control  herself,  and  refusing  to  join  in  the 
dancing  that  was  going  on,  she  withdrew  to  her 
chamber,  where  her  anger  and  her  disappointment 
displayed  themselves  in  a  fit  of  tears.  Being  missed 
at  last  her  father  sent  her  maid  to  look  for  her. 
Soon  the  maid  returned  with  the  message  that  her 
mistress  was  not  well,  and  begged  leave  to  withdraw 
for  the  night.  Of  course,  no  one  was  deceived  by 
this  excuse,  and  least  of  all  her  father,  who  was 
highly  indignant,  and  took  his  apparent  future  son- 
in-law  to  task. 

Rob  bore  his  lecture  mildly,  and  as  he  could  not 
summon  up  the  resolution  to  tell  Mr.  Davidson  the 
truth,  he  apologised  for  his  behaviour.  Then, 
exasperated  beyond  endurance,  he  grew  reckless, 
and,  drinking  without  restraint,  became  excited,  and 
lent  himself  to  everything  that  was  suggested,  until 
no  one  could  accuse  him  of  lacking  either  spirits 
or  vivacity. 
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At  such  entertainments  as  these  eating  and 
drinking  was  generally  the  chief  occupation,  and 
much  licence  was  allowed,  so  that  young  Forbes 
was  not  conspicuous  in  this  respect.  The  merri- 
ment grew  boisterous,  until  one  by  one  the  guests 
slipped  away  to  their  beds  as  the  glimmering  light 
of  the  dawning  day  began  to  assert  itself. 

Rob  slept  for  many  hours,  and  noon  passed  before 
he  put  in  an  appearance.  He  felt  irritable  and 
out  of  sorts.  Not  so  much  because  he  had  some- 
what overstepped  the  bounds  of  moderation  on  the 
previous  evening,  as  because  he  was  painfully 
conscious  that  he  was  standing  in  a  false  position. 
If  he  had  never  set  eyes  on  Kate  Cameron,  then,, 
indeed,  he  might  now  have  been  one  of  the  happiest 
youths  in  all  Scotland.  But  she  was  the  lodestone 
that  made  him  false  to  himself  For,  though  he 
was  well  aware  that  he  would  best  consult  his  pride 
and  dignity  by  never  allowing  his  thoughts  to  dwell 
on  her  any  more,  he  could  not  do  this,  and  the 
resolutions  he  made  one  hour  were  forgotten  the 
next.  And  yet,  the  more  he  did  think  of  her,  the 
more  he  came  to  the  conclusion,  "  Kate  Cameron  is 
not  for  me  ;  that  is  certain,  and  I  am  a  fool  to  think 
of  her.  She,  too,  thinks  me  a  fool,  and  a  woman 
who  regards  a  man  as  a  fool  cannot  respect  him." 

This  was  good  logic  if  he  had  only  been  content 
to  be  bound  by  it.  But  a  lovesick  youth  is  never 
consistent. 

Robert  also  felt  uncomfortable  as  he  thought  of 
the  ordeal  he  must  go  through  when  he  met  Jessie. 
What  excuse  could  he  make  ?  How  could  he  justify 
his  conduct  ?    He  had  come  to  the  house  specially 
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to  announce  his  intention  of  marrying  Jessie  at  the 
earliest  possible  date,  and  though  a  feast  was  given 
in  his  honour,  he  had  chosen  to  treat  his  affianced 
before  her  father's  guest  with  unpardonable  rudeness. 

"  I  must  at  once  put  myself  on  a  better  footing 
with  her,"  he  thought,  by  offering  the  most  abject 
apology  ;  and  making  promises  for  better  behaviour 
in  the  future/' 

He  had  not  long  to  wait  before  seeing  her,  but  his 
reception  was  somewhat  different  from  what  he  had 
anticipated.  He  had  fully  expected  that  she  would 
display  some  anger,  but  he  was  scarcely  prepared 
for  the  lofty  dignity  she  assumed  or  the  frigid  cold- 
ness with  which  she  regarded  him.  He  wished  to 
greet  her  with  an  embrace,  but  she  sternly  bade  him 
not  to  touch  her,  and  with  an  energy  he  little 
dreamed  she  possessed  she  demanded  some  explana- 
tion of  his  remarkable  conduct  on  the  previous  day. 

This  came  upon  him  so  utterly  unexpected  that 
he  was  confused,  and  at  a  loss  how  to  answer.  She 
took  advantage  of  this  to  say — 

"  I  am  glad  to  see,  Rob,  that  you  are  not  without 
shame.  Angry  as  I  am  with  you,  and  insulted  as 
I  feel,  I  can  find  forgiveness  in  my  heart  so  long  as 
I  know  and  see  that  you  are  contrite  and  penitent." 

He  did  not  like  to  be  talked  to  in  this  way,  and 
his  sense  of  humility  was  deadened,  for  his  pride 
was  stung. 

"  Why  do  you  speak  to  me  like  that  Jessie  ?  "  he 
demanded,  in  tones  that  were  far  from  gentle.  ^ 

"  Why,"  she  exclaimed,  flashing  an  angry  look  at 

him,    I  speak  to  you  as  I  have  a  right  to  speak  to 

you.    I  am  your  affianced  wife  and  neither  your 
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servant  nor  you  slave.  Nevertheless,  you  treated 
me  last  night  worse  than  you  would  have  treated 
a  handmaiden.  And  now  you  demand  imperiously 
to  know  why  I  want  an  explanation." 

"  You  shall  have  it/'  he  exclaimed,  exasperated 
beyond  endurance.  It  is  because  I  do  not  love 
you.'' 

"  You  have  told  me  that  before,"  she  answered 
firmly,  "  and  yet  you  have  not  hesitated  to  do  all  in 
your  power  to  win  my  heart,  and  have  come  now  to 
my  father's  house  to  arrange  for  our  marriage. 
Think  you,  fair  sir,  that  such  couduct  is  honourable 
or  worthy  of  the  name  you  bear  }  " 

He  suddenly  threw  himself  on  his  knees  at  her 
feet,  and  seizing  her  hand,  he  cried, 

"  Jessie,  I  deserve  your  reproaches.  I  deserve  all 
the  reproaches  you  can  heap  upon  me.  I  am 
conscious  of  my  folly ;  I  see  my  error,  and  I  will 
try  to  be  different  in  the  future.  I  have  said  that  I 
do  not  love  you,  but  1  am  not  sure  now  that  I  even 
know  my  own  mind.  Leastways,  I  discern  your 
own  worth  and  goodness  of  heart,  and  I  will  try  to 
be  to  you  all  a  man  should  be." 

In  thus  wavering  and  changing  it  will  probably 
be  considered  that  he  was  weak  of  purpose.  But 
the  position  in  which  he  was  placed  must  be  taken 
into  consideration  before  judgment  is  passed  upon 
him.  He  was  still  very  youthful,  and  he  loved 
Kate  Cameron  with  all  the  ardour  of  youth,  though 
to  all  seeming  the  love  was  hopeless.  On  the  other 
hand,  in  obedience  to  his  father's  commands,  he  was 
to  marry  a  woman  for  whom  he  did  not  and  could 
never   care.     It  was  an  unhappy  situation,  but 
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circumstances  had  placed  him  in  it,  and  now  her 
reproaches  had  brought  him  to  his  senses,  and  he 
determined  to  smother  down  his  feelings,  and 
though  he  might  not  forget  Kate,  he  would  en- 
deavour to  think  more  of  Jessie. 

His  passionate  appeal  to  her  naturally  had  its 
effect,  for  whatever  his  feelings  for  her  might  be, 
there  could  be  no  mistaking  hers  for  him.  She 
loved  him  passionately,  and  therefore  she  was 
delighted  now  to  find  him  at  her  feet  and  suing  for 
her  pardon. 

"Rise,  Rob,"  she  said  tenderly,  and  extending 
her  hand  which  he  pressed  to  her  lips,  "  thy  place 
is  here,"  indicating  her  heart,  "  and  not  at  my  feet." 

He  sprang  up  lightly  and  folded  her  in  his  arms, 
and  at  that  moment  all  his  resolutions  to  banish 
Kate  from  his  mind  came  upon  him  with  greater 
force,  and  he  tried  to  think  of  her  with  contempt. 

"  She  is  a  proud  and  contemptible  sort  of  girl," 
was  the  thought  that  came  into  his  head.  But  his 
head  was  not  in  accord  with  his  heart ;  that  said 
something  else.  Still  he  was  so  conscious  of 
having  treated  Jessie  badly  that  he  endeavoured  to 
make  amends  for  it  now,  and  he  displayed  as  much 
warmth  as  she  herself  could  have  desired.  It  is 
needless  to  say  that  she  was  delighted.  And  a 
little  later  she  said  to  her  father,  who  began  to  rail 
against  Robert,  "  Father,  do  not  do  him  wrong.  I 
have  brought  him  to  his  knees  and  he  is  my  own 
true  lover  now." 

Of  course  Mr.  Davidson  was  no  less  pleased  than 
his  daughter,  for  the  whole  ambition  of  his  life  was 
centred  on  this  marriage,  and  he  would  have  given 
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nearly  all  his  fortune  than  there  should  have 
been  a  slip  now.  And  seizing  the  opportunity- 
while  his  future  son-in-law  was  in  a  pliable  state  of 
mind,  he  had  an  elaborate  marriage  contract 
hastily  drawn  up,  and  in  the  presence  of  several 
witnesses,  he  insisted  upon  Rob  appending  his 
signature  to  it. 

At  first  the  young  man  hesitated,  though  such 
hesitancy  was  singularly  inconsistent  ;  it  drew 
from  Mr.  Davidson  an  expression  of  irritability, 
and  he  accused  Rob  of  dallying,  and  playing  with 
the  honour  of  Jessie,  and  even  went  so  far  as  to 
threaten  him  with  serious  consequences  if  he  failed 
to  prove  that  he  was  serious  in  his  intentions. 
Thus  driven  into  a  corner,  Rob  had  no  alternative, 
and  so  seizing  the  pen  with  an  air  of  desperation 
he  appended  his  signature  to  the  deed,  and  as  he 
pushed  it  from  him  he  exclaimed, 

"  There  ;  are  you  satisfied  ?  The  death  of  myself 
or  Jessie  alone  can  cancel  that  contract.'' 

Mr.  Davidson  showed  by  his  smile  that  he  was 
satisfied,  for  he  knew  that  the  breaking  of  such  a 
contract  would  be  so  damaging  to  the  honour  of 
him  who  broke  it,  that  Lord  Forbes  would  never 
permit  his  son  to  repudiate  it.  But,  apart  from 
that,  it  was  legally  binding,  so  that  he  had  good 
cause  to  feel  satisfied. 

"  I^am  glad  that  we  have  brought  this  matter  to 
a  settlement,"  he  said,  "  and  the  next  thing  now  is 
the  marriage  itself.  And  since  it  seems  to  be  your 
father's  wish  as  well  as  my  own,  that  that  should 
speedily  take  place,  I  propose  to  visit  Lord  Forbes 
and  talk  the  matter  over  with  him." 
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"  When  you  will,"  answered  Rob  with  a  scarcely 
suppressed  sigh,  and  feeling  far  from  happy,  though 
he  tried  to  look  so. 

It  was  a  strange  wooing,  and  no  one  could  more 
fully  have  realised  that  than  Robert  himself ;  but 
now  the  die  was  cast,  and  he  felt  the  chance  of 
winning  Kate  Cameron  had  gone  for  ever. 

Rob  proposed  that  they  should  all  return  together 
to  Forbes  Castle,  a  proposition  that  at  once  found 
favour  with  Mr.  Davidson  and  his  daughter,  and 
preparations  for  the  journey  were  at  once  begun, 
for,  with  the  pride  and  vanity  peculiar  to  him,  Mr. 
Davidson  determined  to  go  in  a  manner  befitting, 
as  he  thought,  his  position  and  wealth. 

In  the  meantime,  however,  before  they  could 
leave,  a  message  was  brought  into  the  town  that  a 
great  fight  had  taken  place  between  the  clans 
Cameron  and  Muat,  and,  as  was  generally  the  case 
at  this  period  when  the  news  was  carried  by  word 
of  mouth — the  affair  was  enormously  exaggerated. 
In  fact  it  was  magnified  into  a  pitched  battle,  in 
which  hundreds  took  part.  But  the  account, 
nevertheless,  was  very  precise  in  saying  that  the 
chief  of  the  Camerons  and  his  sons  had  been  killed. 

Robert  Forbes  heard  this  with  feelings  of 
sorrow  that  were  too  deep  for  words  ;  sorrow 
begotten  by  the  thought  that  the  blow  would 
crush  Kate.  She,  in  spite  of  himself  filled  his 
mind.  Do  what  he  would  he  could  not  become 
oblivious  of  her. 

Two  days  later  Rob  set  out  for  his  home  accom- 
panied by  his  betrothed,  her  father,  a  maiden  sister  of 
his,  and  a  brilliant  retinue  of  three  dozen  persons  half 
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of  them  being  servants  and  retainers.  Jessie  rode 
a  magnificent  jet  black  horse,  whose  mane  was 
plaited  with  gold  threads  and  whose  body  was  covered 
with  cloth  of  gold.  The  saddle  was  an  elaborate 
affair  of  red  cloth  embroidered  with  gold  braid, 
while  the  stirrups  were  of  real  silver.  Jessie  her- 
self wore  a  magnificent  robe  of  costly  Genoa  velvet, 
then  much  in  vogue  amongst  the  aristocracy,  and 
even  by  them  only  worn  to  a  limited  extent  owing 
to  its  excessive  dearness.  This  robe  which  was 
of  violet  colour,  was  trimmed  with  pearls,  the  effect 
being  wonderfully  chaste.  Her  luxuriant  hair  was 
braided  in  a  velvet  snood,  decorated  with  a  tuft  of 
ostrich  down.  Had  she  been  a  Princess  she  could 
not  have  been  more  magnificently  or  richly  attired 
and  mounted.  And  though  her  face  would  not 
compare  with  the  marvellous  and  classical  face  of 
Kate  Cameron,  Rob  had  to  admit  to  himself  that 
she  looked  very  charming,  and  no  doubt  had  he 
never  seen  Kate,  he  would  at  this  moment  have 
been  an  ardent  worshipper  of  Jessie.  But  as  it  was, 
knowing  to  what  extent  he  had  committed  himself, 
he  paid  her  marked  attention  and  she  was  blithe 
and  happy  as  a  bird.  For  it  seemed  to  her  that 
her  ambition  was  about  to  be  gratified,  her  dreams 
realised  and  that  the  future  stretched  before  her  in 
an  unbroken  vista  of  joy  and  pleasure.  Had  she 
been  gifted  with  the  power  of  second  sight,  or  a 
prescient  mind,  her  happiness  would  have  given 
place  to  terror,  for  instead  of  an  unbroken  vista  of 
joy  and  gaiety  there  was  awesome  gloom,  and 
had  she  known  what  was  beyond  that  again  she 
would  have  shrunk  back  appalled. 
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THE  GREEN-EYED  MONSTER 

As  the  gay  and  jangling  cavalcade — for  most  of 
the  riders  wore  swords,  while  the  gentlemen  and 
ladies  were  plentifully  bedecked  with  jewels  and 
chains,  and  some  of  their  horses  were  adorned  with 
silver  bells,  reached  the  neighbourhood  of  Forbes 
Castle,  they  attracted  much  attention  amongst  the 
scattered  population.  In  fact,  they  had  been 
followed  for  some  distance  by  a  noisy,  chattering 
rabble,  who,  knowing  that  it  was  a  marriage  party, 
begged  for  coins,  which  were  freely  scattered 
amongst  them,  and  their  scrambles  for  these  caused 
great  amusement  to  the  light-hearted  riders. 
Light-hearted,  that  is  apparently,  for  the  gaiety  of 
one  at  least  was  assumed,  and  that  one  was  Robert 
Forbes,  the  very  one  who  should  have  been  the 
brightest  of  the  lot. 

As  the  party  made  their  way  along  the  strath 
that  led  up  to  the  Castle  they  suddenly  encountered 
the  weird  figure  of  Wild  Madge  o'  the  Hills.  This 
strange  creature  was  standing  on  a  mound  close  to 
the  pathway,  and  she  was  leaning  on  a  staff,  and 
seemed  to  be  absorbed  in  contemplating  the  group 
of  riders.  Rob,  of  course,  recognised  her,  for  she  was 
well  known  to  every  one  in  the  neighbourhood,  but 
the  others  were  much  alarmed  by  her  strange  and 
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startling  appearance,  for  she  realised  in  every  detail 
the  graphic  descriptions  that  were  current  of  the 
witches  who  v/ere  in  league  with  the  Evil  One,  and 
who  were  constantly  weaving  spells  to  bring  about 
human  woe.  Jessie  was  very  visibly  terrified,  and 
uttered  a  little  cry  of  fear.  Robert,  who  was  riding 
beside  her,  did  what  he  could  to  calm  her,  and  ex- 
plained that  though  the  creature  was  repulsive- 
looking,  she  was  harmless  enough,  but  he  was  care- 
ful to  explain  that  she  was  reputed  to  be  gifted 
with  the  power  of  second  sight,  and  could  read  the 
future.  Some  of  the  others  were  scarcesly  less 
alarmed,  especially  the  ladies,  and  there  was  a 
chorus  of  cries  of  A  witch,  a  witch.  An  evil  hag, 
let  us  avoid  her."  As  they  came  abreast  of  Madge, 
she  shifted  her  position  a  little,  and,  fixing  her 
snaky  eyes  on  Jessie  she  said  slowly — 
"  That  is  a  braw  lassie." 

"  Ay,  Madge,'^  exclaimed  Rob  laughing,  "  is  she 
no'?" 

"  Ay,  she's  a  braw  lassie,"  repeated  the  hag. 

The  party  reined  in  their  steeds  on  observing 
that  Rob  was  acquainted  with  the  woman,  and  they 
regarded  her  with  all  the  curiosity  which  people 
display  on  beholding  for  the  first  time  some  start- 
ling and  remarkable  sight.  The  ladies,  however, 
having  fear  of  the  evil  eye,  took  good  care  to  keep 
at  a  respectable  distance  and  placed  themselves  be- 
hind the  gentlemen. 

"  I  am  glad  tae  hae  your  good  opinion,  Madge," 
said  Rob,  and  gin  ye'll  condescend  tae  come  tae 
the  Castle  ye  shall  hae  a  feast  such  as  ye  have  never 
had  before." 
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"  She's  your  bride  ?  "  queried  Madge  quickly,  and 
showing  unusual  admiration. 

"  She's  my  betrothed.'' 
Ah !   weel,  it's  muckle  the  same,"  answered 
Madge,  resuming  her  absorbed  and  absent-minded 
manner.    "  She  has  gae  claes  on,"  she  added. 

There  was  a  general  laugh  at  this,  and  one  of  the 
men  asked  Madge  if  she  was  a  judge  of  fine  clothes. 
Taking  no  notice  of  the  question,  and  utterly  in- 
different to  its  satire,  she  continued — 

"  Ay,  but  she  winna  need  them  lang." 

The  solemn  and  half-prophetic  tone  in  which  the 
creature  said  this  startled  the  company  afresh,  and 
their  gaiety  received  a  check. 

"  Tak'  yoursel'  awa',"  cried  Rob  angrily,  as  he 
noticed  the  effect  her  words  had  produced.  "  We 
are  a  wedding  party,  and  dinna  want  to  listen  to  any 
o'  your  evil  croakings  to  mar  our  spirits." 

"Ye'll  sune  be  a  funeral  part}/,"  Madge  replied. 

"  Hoot,  ye  thing  o'  evil ! "  cried  Mr.  Davidson, 
growing  a  little  pale  and  manifesting  some  excite- 
ment. 

"  She's  a  braw  lassie,"  Madge  continued,  "  and 
she  has  gae  claes,  but  they'll  sune  be  changed  for 
the  grave  claes." 

These  words  fell  like  a  thunderbolt  on  the 
company,  and  looks  of  terror  filled  their  faces,  and 
nearly  all  crossed  themselves.  Robert  was  hardly 
less  affected  than  the  others,  for  he  knew  the 
reputation  she  bore,  and  how  it  was  firmly  believed 
throughout  that  part  of  the  country  that  she  had  the 
gift  of  prophecy.  He  seized  the  bridle  of  Jessie's 
horse,  for  Jessie  herself  seemed  to  be  overcome 
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with  terror,  and  drew  the  animal  away  so  that  the 
poor  girl  might  be  out  of  the  reach  of  the  woman's 
words. 

Exasperated  as  well  as  terrified,  Mr.  Davidson 
exclaimed  wildly — 

"  Ye  fearsome  hag  ;  the  likes  of  ye  hae  no  business 
tae  be  living."  With  that  he  drew  a  cumbersome 
pistol  from  its  holster  and  fired  at  Madge.  The 
report  was  taken  up  by  the  hills,  and  repeated  with 
startling  reverberation,  and  some  muircocks  rose 
screaming  from  the  heather,  and  a  huge  hawk  soared 
from  its  eerie  amongst  the  neighbouring  crags,  and 
described  a  series  of  circles  far  above,  over  the  heads 
of  the  party,  for  a  pistol  was  almost  an  unknown 
weapon  in  those  parts.  The  bullet  struck  a  mass 
of  rock  just  behind  where  Madge  stood,  and  as  it 
seemed,  in  direct  line  with  her  body.  But  she 
stood  there  unmoved.  She  was  motionless  as  a 
statue,  and  her  face  indicated  supreme  scorn. 
Then  very  slowly  raising  her  arms,  with  the  long, 
scraggy  fingers  pointing  upward,  she  said  in  deep, 
sonorous  tones — 

"Ye  puir  fule.  Dinna  waste  your  pouther,  for 
your  bullets  can  dae  me  no  harm.'' 

Possibly  had  she  waited  a  few  minutes  longer  her 
faith,  if  she  possessed  it,  in  her  charmed  life  might 
have  received  a  rude  shock,  for  half  a  dozen  other 
pistols,  carried  by  the  town  gentlemen  of  the  party, 
were  drawn  from  their  holsters,  and  steadier  hands 
than  Mr.  Davidson's  would  have  put  her  words  to 
the  test.  But  she  did  not  wait  to  give  them  the 
chance  but  moved  away,  and  disappeared  behind 
the  mound. 
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Jessie  and  Rob  had  already  gone  some  distance 
ahead,  and  now  the  others  hastily  joined  them  ;  but 
it  was  very  obvious  that  the  incident  had  produced 
a  deep  depression  on  the  spirits  of  all,  Rob  not 
excepted,  although  perhaps  he  was  the  least  afifected 
of  any  of  them. 

Presently  Jessie,  who  had  somewhat  recovered, 
although  she  was  looking  very  pale,  turned  to  him 
and  said — 

What  have  I  done  to  that  hideous  creature  that 
she  should  predict  my  death  ? 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed  at  her  wild  words,"  said 
Robert,  wishing  to  reassure  his  betrothed.  "  She  is 
a  poor  demented  creature,  and  says  just  what  comes 
uppermost,  and  she  tries  to  make  the  folk  round 
about  believe  that  she  has  supernatural  powers." 

"  She  has  the  evil  eye,"  said  Jessie  despondently, 
"  and  she  looked  at  me,  and  now  I  feel  as  if  a  great 
shadow  had  fallen  upon  me." 

"Tut,  tut,"  answered  Robert,  "this  is  nonsense 
and  you  must  shake  that  feeling  off.  One  who  is  so 
soon  to  be  a  bride  should  not  talk  of  shadows." 

Jessie  held  her  peace,  but  she  did  not  recover  her 
spirits  and  very  soon  the  party  reached  the  Castle, 
where  a  splendid  welcome  awaited  them,  for  Lord 
Forbes  had  already  been  apprised  by  mounted 
messenger  of  their  coming.  A  band  of  pipers  had 
been  drawn  up,  and  their  shrill  music  awakened  the 
echoes  of  the  hills. 

Lord  Forbes  himself  advanced  bareheaded,  and, 
assisting  the  bride-elect  to  alight,  he  kissed  her  on 
the  cheeks,  and  bade  her  welcome  to  his  home. 
Then  he  warmly  grasped  the  hand  of  Mr.  Davidson 
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who  seemed  now  to  have  quite  recovered  his  spirits  ; 
and  when  the  Lord  of  the  Castle  had  extended  his 
welcome  all  round,  he  bade  them  enter  and  prepare 
for  the  dinner,  which  already  awaited  them. 

Robert  took  Jessie's  arm  and  drawing  it  through 
his  own,  led  her  in  ;  and  noticing  how  depressed  she 
looked,  he  tried  to  rally  her,  repeating  his  statement 
that  Madge  was  a  demented  creature  to  whom  no- 
body paid  any  attention. 

"  But  you  yourself  told  me  when  we  first  met  her," 
said  Jessie  quickly,  "  that  she  had  the  second  sight 
and  the  power  of  prophecy." 

"  I  did,"  he  answered  with  some  confusion,  "  but 
I  spoke  lightly.  I  ought  not  to  have  said  that.  At 
any  rate  think  no  more  of  her  words  and  you  will 
prove  how  false  they  were." 

Jessie  was  somewhat  reassured,  and  ere  the  even- 
ing had  waned  she  had  quite  recovered  her  spirits, 
for  there  was  much  feasting  and  drinking,  and 
merrymaking,  and  dancing  was  indulged  in  to  a  very 
late  hour,  until,  thoroughly  tired  and  jaded,  the 
guests  went  to  their  beds. 

The  festivities  were  kept  up  for  the  next  few 
days,  and  merry  hawking  parties  awakened  the 
echoes  of  the  hills  with  their  laughter  and  joyous 
shouts.  Jessie  entered  fully  into  the  spirit  of  every- 
thing, and  the  fears  begotten  by  Madge's  words  had 
quite  passed  away.  Robert  paid  her  every  attention, 
and  she  was  happy  and  spoke  hopefully  of  the 
future.  They  talked  together  of  their  near  marriage 
and  made  many  plans,  and  as  there  would  be  no 
lack  of  means  they  arranged  that  they  should 
journey  south  and  see  something  of  the  world ;  and 
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Robert  grew  quite  eloquent  and  bright,  as  he  thought 
of  the  prospects  of  being  able  to  gratify  his  artistic 
and  literary  tastes. 

At  last  the  Sabbath  came  and  most  of  the  party 
repaired  to  Kildrummy  Kirk,  and  then  for  the  first 
time  since  the  calamity  had  fallen  on  the  house  of 
Cameron,  Robert  beheld  Kate.  That  meeting  was 
sufficient  to  undo  all  the  resolutions  he  had  made  ; 
and  his  promises  and  his  vows  were  alike  forgotten 
as  he  gazed  on  her  pale  face  ;  its  beauty  enhanced 
even  by  the  shade  of  sorrow  that  had  settled  there. 
His  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her,  and  he  seemed  in- 
different to  everything  else.  Of  course,  this  did  not 
escape  the  vigilance  of  Jessie  whose  jealousy  was 
once  more  aroused  and  she  chided  him  sternly.  But 
in  spite  of  this,  when  the  service  was  ended,  he 
made  his  way  to  Kate,  and  offering  his  hand,  which 
she  shook,  he  said. 

"  I  sorrow  with  you  in  your  sorrow,  and  many 
tears  would  I  mingle  with  yours/* 

She  smiled  a  little  bitterly  as  she  made  answer  : 

"  My  tears  are  dried,  Rob,  so  yours,  an'  it  be 
possible  for  you  to  shed  tears,  cannot  mingle  with 
them.  My  sorrow  I  have  hidden  away  in  my  heart, 
and  I  am  nursing  another  feeling  here,"  tapping 
her  breast  as  she  spoke. 

What  feeling  is  that  ?  "  he  asked  eagerly. 

"  Revenge,''  she  answered  sternly. 

Jessie  who  had  witnessed  the  two  in  conversation 
and  had  noticed  Rob's  admiring  glances,  could  con- 
trol herself  no  longer,  and,  entirel}"  carried  away  by 
her  jealousy  she  approached  them  hurriedly  and  ab- 
ruptly, and  exclaimed  loudly  with  passion  in  her  tone : 
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"  Are  ye  no  aware  that  ye  have  no  right  to  talk 
privately  to  this  young  man  ?  " 

Robert's  face  paled  at  these  words,  while  Kate's 
grew  red  with  anger  and  drawing  herself  up  she 
said  haughtily : 

"  And  who  are  you,  woman,  that  you  dare  to 
address  me  thus  ? '' 

"  Your  superior ! "  answered  Jessie  equally  dis- 
dainfully. 

"  You  may  be  my  superior,"  said  Kate  with 
increased  scorn, "  but  I  know  you  not,  and  will  hold 
no  speech  with  you,  as  for  this  person,"  indicating 
Rob,  "  I  want  no  more  to  do  with  him  than  with 
you  "  with  these  words  she  turned  round  and  left 
them  standing  there,  and  as  can  well  be  imagined, 
they  both  felt  particularly  foolish  and  humiliated. 
But  Jessie  was  also  burning  with  indignation  and 
rage.  Robert  saw  this  and  wishing  to  avoid  a 
scene  he  said,  "  Let  us  go.  Whatever  we  have  to 
say  to  each  other  we  can  say  elsewhere." 

Jessie  was  no  doubt  conscious  that  she  could  not 
trust  herself  to  speak  calmly  then,  and  so  she 
wisely  decided  to  hold  her  peace,  and  she  and 
Robert  rode  back  side  by  side,  and  were  at  that 
moment  two  of  the  unhappiest  mortals  that  could 
have  been  found  within  many  miles  around.  As 
they  neared  the  Castle,  she  could  keep  silent  no 
longer,  and  turning  to  him  she  said  loftily  : 

"  Rob,  this  must  end  one  way  or  the  other.  Til 
no  be  played  with  and  no  be  made  a  convenience 
of    I'll  be  all  to  you  or  nothing." 

"Your  jealousy  is  unpardonable  and  I  have  given 
you  no  cause  for  it,"  he  answered,  "  Kate  Cameron 
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is  an  old  acquaintance,  I  have  known  her  for  many 
years,  and  in  the  great  sorrow  that  has  fallen  upon 
her,  I  had  surely  a  right  to  offer  her  condolence." 

Yes,"  said  Jessie  sharply,  "  you  had,  but  think 
you  I  am  blind  Rob  ?  Think  you  I  couldna  see  the 
looks  with  which  you  regarded  her.  But  you  are  a 
fool  for  your  pains,  for  an'  I  am  a  judge  of  my  own 
sex  she  does'na  care  the  value  of  a  hair  for  you." 

Maybe  you  are  right ;  maybe  you  are  right," 
he  answered  absent-mindedly. 

Jessie  was  wounded  again  by  his  manner  and 
said  with  energy,  "  Since  you  are  so  weak-minded 
and  cannot  determine  for  yourself  the  course  to 
take,  I  shall  decline  to  be  made  a  convenience  of 
any  longer.  And  I  shall  insist  that  my  father 
takes  me  back  at  once  to  my  home  in  Aberdeen." 

"  No,  no,"  cried  Rob  appealingly,  "  that  must  not 
be,  Jessie,  it  must  not  be.  You  are  doing  me  a 
cruel  wrong,  for  I  am  pledged  to  you,  and  true  to 
you,  and  only  your  jealous  disposition  has  magni- 
fied a  trifling  incident  into  an  affair  of  importance. 
I  love  you.  You  know  that  I  love  you,  and  in  a 
very  short  space  of  time  now,  my  love  will  be 
proved  by  our  marriage.  Forgive  me  if  I  have 
done  you  wrong,  and  for  the  future  you  shall  have 
no  cause  of  complaint." 

Jessie  was  touched  by  this  appeal,  and  won  over 
by  his  renewed  declaration  of  love,  and  she 
answered  him  : 

"  I  will  believe  you,  and  once  again  I  will  trust 
you." 

They  touched  each  other's  hands  and  for  the 
time  being  once  more  became  friends. 


CHAPTER  XV 


THE  BRIDE  OF  DEATH 

For  the  next  two  or  three  days  things  went  on 
very  smoothly  in  Forbes  Castle.  There  were 
feastings  and  junkettings,  and  everyone  seemed  to 
have  thoroughly  made  up  his  mind  to  enjoy  him- 
self. The  lovers  apparently  had  cemented  their 
differences,  and  were  to  all  outward  show  wrapped 
up  in  each  other,  so  that  people  referred  to  them  as 
an  exceedingly  loving  couple.  Jessie  had  quite 
regained  her  spirits,  and  was  merry  and  blythe,  and 
if  she  had  remembered  Wild  Madge  o*  the  Hills' 
prediction  at  all,  it  must  have  been  with  supreme 
indifference  to  it.  This  was  strange,  seeing  how 
deep  was  the  impression  made  at  the  time  the 
words  were  uttered.  But  she  was  a  girl  who  to  a 
great  extent  lived  in  the  present,  and,  if  all  her 
requirements  were  satisfied,  she  did  not  concern 
herself  about  the  future.  This  of  course  was  the 
mere  thoughtlessness  of  youth,  although  as  has  been 
previously  said,  she  was  somewhat  flighty  and  giddy. 

Rob,  as  if  to  make  amends  for  his  former  neglect, 
strove  hard  to  please  his  betrothed,  and  paid  her  the 
most  marked  and  persistent  attention.  He  had,  in 
fact,  been  much  impressed  by  her  remark  with 
reference  to  Kate  Cameron.  She  had  said  that  if 
she  was  any  judge  of  her  sex  Kate  did  not  care  the 
value  of  a  hair  for  him,  and  when  he  remembered 
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the  treatment  he  had  always  received  at  Kate's 
hands  he  felt  sure  that  Jessie  was  right ;  and  he 
resolved — though  he  had  made  similar  resolutions 
before — that  he  would  cease  to  concern  himself  in 
any  way  about  Kate. 

How  far  this  resolution  would  have  been  kept 
had  she  only  deigned  to  give  one  favouring  smile, 
it  is  hard  to  say,  but  probably  with  that  smile  all  * 
his  resolutions  would  have  faded  away  as  the  dew- 
drop  on  the  petal  of  a  flower  fades  in  the  sunlight. 
As  his  strength  of  mind,  however,  was  not  put  to 
the  test  in  this  way,  he  remained  staunch  to  Jessie, 
and  all  seemed  to  be  going  as  smoothly  as  anyone 
could  have  desired  ;  and  as  all  the  weighty  affairs 
were  settled,  the  marriage  was  fixed  to  take  place 
in  a  fortnight.  It  was  to  be  a  grand  affair,  in  every 
way  befitting  the  wealth  and  position  of  the  respec- 
tive parties. 

It  chanced  that  about  eight  or  nine  days  before 
that  fixed  for  the  wedding,  news  was  brought  to  the 
Castle  that  a  huge  wild  boar  had  been  seen  in  a 
neighbouring  forest.  The  hunting  enthusiasm  of 
the  men  was  instantly  aroused,  and  preparations 
were  at  once  begun  for  the  chase.  In  the  course  of 
an  hour  the  sons  of  Lord  Forbes,  and  several  of  the 
gentlemen  guests  set  off  to  the  chase. 

Rob  parted  from  Jessie  very  tenderly,  and  with 
a  merry  laugh  she  exclaimed  : 

"  Remember,  it  must  be  thy  spear  that  slays  the 
monster,  or  come  thou  no  more  to  me." 

"  I  will  endeavour  to  do  thy  bidding,"  he  replied, 
in  the  same  strain,  "  or  an  I  fail  then  I  will  return 
no  more." 
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"  Take  not  my  words  too  seriously/'  she  replied, 
looking  at  him  with  a  half-startled,  half-puzzled  look. 

He  laughed,  kissed  her,  and  springing  on  his  horse, 
hastened  to  join  the  others  who  had  gone  ahead,  and 
until  he  was  hidden  from  sight  she  stood  waving  her 
handkerchief  and  kissing  her  hand  to  him. 

It  was  a  sullen  day  when  the  hunting  party  set 
off.  There  had  been  rain  the  previous  night,  and  the 
clouds  now  were  low  down  on  the  hills,  and  swirling 
mists  came  up  out  of  the  ravines.  It  was  the  opinion 
of  the  gillies  that  more  rain  was  threatening,  and 
that  it  would  before  long  come  down  heavily.  All, 
however,  were  too  eager  to  begin  the  sport  to  pay  any 
attention  to  the  threatening  state  of  the  sky,  and 
with  loud  laughter  and  jest  they  rode  along,  hoping 
every  minute  to  get  trail  of  the  game.  But  for  a  long 
time  the  search  was  fruitless,  and  the  sky  grew  more 
threatening,  until  heavy  drops  began  to  descend  ; 
and  these  were  soon  followed  by  a  startling  peal  of 
thunder,  and  this  peal  seemed  to  have  the  effect  of 
bursting  open  the  flood-gates  of  heaven,  so  that  the 
rain  now  came  down  in  torrents,  and  the  hunters 
were  compelled  to  seek  shelter  under  some  rocks. 

The  storm  increased,  and  attained  a  degree  of 
fury  that  was  rare  even  in  that  district.  The  light- 
ning was  most  startling,  and  the  thunder  crashed 
with  such  terrific  force  that  it  seemed  as  if  the  solid 
earth  itself  was  shaken,  while  the  rain  poured  in  a 
perfect  deluge.  This  continued  for  an  hour,  when 
there  was  a  lull,  and  then  several  of  the  guests  who 
were  not  used  to  this  sort  of  thing,  and  their  hunting 
ardour  being  considerably  damped  by  their  sodden 
clothes,  expressed  their  intention  of  returning  to  the 
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Castle,  and  the  elder  Forbes  out  of  courtesy,  de- 
termined to  go  with  them.  Those,  however  whose 
eagerness  had  in  no  way  cooled,  resolved  to  continue 
their  search  for  the  boar,  and  so  bidding  adieu  to 
their  companions,  they  left  the  friendly  shelter  of  the 
rocks,  and  penetrated  still  further  into  the  recesses 
of  the  forest,  which  was  now  as  gloomy  as  Erebus, 
and  damp  and  dripping,  while  the  ground  was 
spongy  and  yielding  like  a  swamp. 

The  little  hunting  party  was  by  this  time  much 
reduced,  and  consisted  of  Robert,  his  brothers,  two 
other  gentlemen,  and  half-a-dozen  gillies.  They 
had  not  proceeded  very  far  before  the  storm  broke 
out  again  with  increased  fury,  and  threatened  to  put 
an  entire  stop  to  the  sport.  Rob  and  his  brothers, 
however,  were  keen  and  eager,  and  not  liking  to  be 
deprived  of  the  chase  they  pushed  forward,  until  at 
last  the  gillies  bade  them  halt,  as  they  believed  they 
had  come  upon  the  quarry. 

A  reconnaissance  was  made,  and  very  soon  word 
was  brought  that  a  huge  tusker  was  in  front. 
Instantly  all  was  excitement.  The  huntsmen 
spread  themselves  out  in  a  semicircle,  and  then,  the 
signal  being  given,  they  galloped  forward  at  their 
best  speed.  Robert  out-distanced  the  others,  and 
catching  sight  of  the  boar,  and  putting  spurs  to  his 
horse,  he  sped  forward,  regardless  of  all  obstacles. 
Guided  by  the  crashing  of  the  animal  through  the 
undergrowth,  he  continued  to  follow  for  about  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  until  suddenly  the  horse  put  his 
foot  into  a  hole  and  stumbled,  throwing  its  rider 
heavily  to  the  ground,  where  he  lay  motionless  and 
stunned.    He  lay  there  for  a  long  time  until  on 
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regaining  consciousness,  he  attempted  to  rise,  and 
then  found  he  had  twisted  or  sprained  his  hip,  so 
that  motion  caused  great  agony.  His  horse  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen,  and  had  evidently  wandered 
off.  He  shouted  several  times,  but  got  no  response 
save  the  echo  of  his  own  voice.  The  rain  was  still 
falling,  and  he  was  wet  to  the  skin  as  well  as  cold 
and  hungry,  and  he  realised  at  once  that  he  must 
make  a  great  effort  to  save  himself  With  tremend- 
ous difficulty,  and  suffering  excruciating  pain  from 
his  hip,  he  managed  to  struggle  to  his  feet,  though 
he  found  it  hardly  possible  to  stand  without  support. 
There  was  a  small  sapling  close  by,  and  with  his 
hunting  knife  he  cut  this  off,  and  trimmed  it  into  a 
staff  But  even  with  this  aid  he  could  only  make 
very  slow  and  painful  progress.  Meantime  the  rain 
increased  and  added  to  his  misery,  and  he  saw  that 
hours  must  elapse  before  he  could  hope  to  reach  his 
home,  and  already  the  day  was  far  spent.  But  he 
consoled  himself  with  the  thought  that  as  soon  as 
he  was  missed  his  brothers  and  others  would  come 
in  search  of  him.  So  they  did,  but  failing  to  find 
him,  and  never  dreaming  of  danger,  but  thinking 
that  he  had  returned  to  the  Castle,  they  resolved,  as 
all  the  circumstances  were  so  unfavourable,  to 
abandon  the  chase  for  that  day,  and  go  back  to 
warmth  and  comfort. 

When  they  reached  the  Castle  and  learned  that 
Rob  had  not  come  back  there  was  great  consterna- 
tion, and  for  the  first  time  they  began  to  fear  that 
some  accident  had  happened.  When  Jessie  heard 
the  news  she  was  terribly  distressed,  and  remember- 
ing her  foolish  words  of  the  morning,  she  believed 
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that  her  lover  had  taken  them  too  literally,  and  had 
pursued  the  boar,  until  some  disaster  had  befallen 
him.  A  search  party  was  organised,  and  unable  to 
control  herself,  Jessie  resolved  to  accompany  them  ; 
and  no  amount  of  persuasion,  not  even  the  com- 
mands of  her  father,  nor  the  entreaties  of  Lord 
Forbes  could  turn  her  from  her  determination,  and 
so  suitably  attiring  herself,  and  accompanied  by  a 
faithful  gillie,  who,  had  orders  never  to  lose  sight  of 
her,  she  set  off.  The  party  divided  themselves  into 
three  groups,  each  one  taking  a  different  route. 

The  rain  had  almost  ceased,  but  the  day  was 
fast  closing  as  they  left  the  Castle  and  made  their 
way  towards  the  forest,  where  the  boar  had  been  seen 
earlier  in  the  day. 

Nothing  could  have  been  more  dreary  and  more 
cheerless  than  the  aspect  of  everything  now.  The 
ground  was  like  a  morass,  into  which  the  horses 
squelched  at  every  step,  so  that  progress  was  not  easy. 
The  trees  discharged  streams  of  water,  while  dense 
clinging  mists  enshrouded  the  hills.  Jessie  displayed 
great  anxiety  for  her  absent  lover,  and  in  spite  of  the 
urgent  entreaties  that  were  made  she  persisted  in 
going  forward,  until  the  falling  darkness  convinced 
her  that  it  would  be  worse  than  folly  for  her  to 
continue  under  such  circumstances.  So  she  yielded 
at  last,  and  consented  to  return,  trusting  that  the 
other  parties  vv^ould  bring  back  good  tidings  of  her 
absent  lover.  Nevertheless  she  was  very  depressed 
and  down-hearted,  and  the  melancholy  gloom  of  the 
forest  was  not  calculated  to  cheer  her. 

It  had  now  become  so  dark  that  it  was  with  the 
greatest  difficulty  the  horsemen  could  make  their 
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way  ahead,  and,  faithful  to  his  trust,  the  old  gillie 
dismounted,  and  took  the  bridal  of  Jessie's  horse  in 
his  hands.  They  continued  thus  in  single  file  for 
some  time,  progress  necessarily  being  slow.  But 
few  words  were  spoken,  and  the  only  sounds  that 
broke  the  stillness  were  the  melancholy  dripping 
of  the  rain  from  the  leaves,  and  the  squelching  of 
the  horses'  hoofs  in  the  boggy  ground.  Jessie 
shuddered.  It  was  a  novel  experience  for  her,  and 
brave  as  she  might  have  been  in  the  daylight,  she  felt 
frightened  now  riding  through  this  ghostly  forest, 
with  the  dark  trees  looming  spectral-like  in  the  gloom. 

At  length,  the  little  party,  which  consisted  of 
seven  persons,  including  the  gillie,  came  to  the 
banks  of  the  Don.  The  river  was  in  flood  after 
the  heavy  rain,  and  the  water  swirled  and  hissed 
and  roared  as  it  tore  its  way  amongst  the  rocks 
and  boulders.  Jessie  was  horrified,  and  vowed  that 
she  would  never  have  courage  enough  to  cross. 
But  the  gillie  talked  to  her  encouragingly,  and  tried 
to  reassure  her,  telling  her  that  he  knew  a  ford  a 
little  higher  up,  where  there  was  not  the  slightest 
danger.  Still  although  she  displayed  her  terror  less 
it  was  hardly  lessened,  and  she  remembered  with 
a  shiver  the  prediction  that  old  Madge  had  made. 

The  little  party  made  their  way  up  the  bank  of 
the  river  for  some  distance,  but  so  great  was  the 
quantity  of  water  that  all  the  ordinary  fords  were 
quite  impassable.  At  length  they  reached  a  spot, 
which  the  gilHe  said  he  was  sure  was  quite  safe  and 
the  others  were  sent  across  first.  But  the  water 
came  above  the  girths  of  the  horses,  and  so  risky 
was  the  passage  that  one  or  two  had  a  narrow 
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escape  from  being  swept  away.  This  of  course  only 
served  to  add  to  Jessie's  terror,  and  she  said  that 
she  would  not  cross.  Consequently  the  gillie  assured 
her  he  knew  a  much  safer  spot,  but  it  was  some 
distance  higher  up,  and  so,  leaving  the  others,  who 
were  now  on  the  opposite  side,  to  continue  the 
journey,  the  gillie,  who  declared  himself  perfectly 
able  to  take  care  of  Jessie,  led  her  horse,  and 
making  a  detour,  gained  another  ford.  Here  the 
water  although  rushing  strongly  and  swiftly,  was 
more  silent,  and  consequently  less  alarming  to  a 
nervous  person.  But  still  Jessie  required  a  great 
deal  of  persuasion  before  she  could  summon  up 
sufficient  resolution  to  dare  the  passage.  At  last 
she  consented,  and  the  gillie  mounting  his  horse 
led  the  way  still  holding  the  bridle  of  Jessie's  animal. 
A  very  few  steps  proved  to  the  gillie  that  the  water 
was  deeper  and  the  current  stronger  than  he  antici- 
pated. But  being  very  anxious  to  get  across  and  land 
his  charge  safely  in  the  Castle,  he  resolved  to  risk  it. 

The  darkness  was  unrelieved  by  a  single  star,  and 
the  swirl  and  swish  of  the  rushing  water  under  the 
horses'  stomachs  was  well  calculated  to  alarm  a 
person  unused  to  such  travelling.  Jessie  was 
perfectly  unnerved,  and  though  the  gillie  tried  to 
inspirit  her  his  efforts  were  fruitless.  Another  few 
steps  and  the  passage  would  have  been  made,  but  the 
unhappy  girl  was  not  destined  to  make  it.  Perfectly 
dazed  with  fear,  she  was  unable  to  keep  her  seat. 
Perhaps  the  dark  rushing  waters  fascinated  her,  or 
her  superstitious  mind  may  have  conjured  up 
dreadful  shapes  out  of  the  inky  darkness.  But 
whatever   it  was,  she  uttered  a   shrill,  piercing 
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scream  that  sounded  unearthly,  that  started  the 
night  birds  in  their  sleep,  and  went  echoing  amongst 
the  hills  until  it  died  down  like  a  moan  on  the  night 
wind.  But  ere  its  last  note  had  faded  she  had 
thrown  up  her  arms  and  had  fallen  with  a 
terrible  splash  into  the  rushing  stream.  Almost 
simultaneously  with  her  scream  the  gillie  turned 
and  beheld  her  plunge  or  fall  into  the  water, 
and  without  a  moment's  hesitation  he  plunged  in 
after  her.  Relieved  of  their  burdens,  the  horse 
struggled  to  the  bank,  but  the  burdens  themselves 
were  swept  down  by  the  furious  current  as  if  they 
had  been  straw.  The  gillie  made  a  brave  fight  for 
life,  not  only  his  own,  but  his  charge's.  It  was 
useless,  however,  against  the  force  arrayed  against 
him.  Once  he  did  manage  to  get  a  grip  of  her 
clothes,  but  was  unable  to  retain  it.  She  was  torn 
from  him  and  swept  down  into  the  darkness.  The 
cruel  waters  had  got  their  prey  and  were  not  going 
to  let  it  go  again.  The  gillie  was  dashed  against  a 
rock  and  stunned  and  a  little  later  he  was  cast  into 
a  pool  with  all  the  life  battered  out  of  him.  And 
poor  Jessie  Davidson,  the  betrothed  of  Robert 
Forbes,  and  the  bright  and  happy  girl  of  a  few 
hours  ago,  was  carried  on  for  two  or  three  miles, 
until  she  was  caught  by  some  branches  that 
projected  at  a  bend  of  the  river.  Then  her  bruised 
and  battered  body  was  retained,  and  the  strange 
prophecy  of  the  weird  woman,  Madge  o'  the  hills, 
was  fulfilled.  The  gae  claes  "  that  she  had  worn, 
and  which  had  attracted  Madge's  attention,  would 
give  place  to  the  grave  clothes,  for  she  had  become 
the  bride  of  Death. 


CHAPTER  XVI 

HOW  A  MAN  SHOULD  WIN  A  WOMAN 

In  the  course  of  two  or  three  hours  Rob  Forbes  was 
discovered  by  those  who  had  gone  in  search  of  him. 
He  was  slowly  and  painfully  making  his  way 
towards  his  home,  when  the  searchers  came  upon 
him,  and  he  was  so  exhausted  and  suffering  so  much, 
that  he  could  not  have  proceeded  much  farther. 
He  was  at  once  borne  back  to  the  Castle,  where 
he  was  put  to  bed  and  every  attention  given  to  him, 
and  before  long  he  had  fallen  into  a  sound  sleep.  In 
the  meantime  much  anxiety  was  felt  at  the  non-re- 
turn of  Jessie  and  the  gillie.  The  gentlemen,  who 
who  had  gone  out  with  them  had  reached  the  Castle, 
and  reported  that  Jessie  and  her  attendant  were 
close  behind,  and  would  arrive  shortly.  But  when 
two  hours  had  gone  and  they  had  not  arrived,  there 
was  much  consternation  and  immediately  a  fresh 
search  party  was  organised,  and  amply  provided 
with  torches,  they  set  forth  to  scour  the  county  in 
the  immediate  neighbourhood,  for  it  was  known  that 
the  missing  ones  could  not  be  far  off,  as  they  had 
been  left  at  the  Don. 

Although  thoughts  was  not  expressed,  there  was 
no  one  there  who  did  not  fear  that  some  disaster 
had  happened,  and  presently  these  fears  received 
confirmation,  for  the  two  riderless  horses  were  met 
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with,  wandering  aimlessly  through  the  wood.  Then 
thoughts  were  shaped  into  words,  and  there  was  no 
longer  ground  for  a  single  hope  that  the  poor  girl 
was  safe.  The  rushing  and  roaring  waters  of  the 
swollen  river  indicated  but  too  surely  what  had 
happened,  and  the  searchers  did  not  go  beyond  the 
river. 

Sorrowful,  indeed  they  were,  as  they  made  their 
way  along  the  bank,  searching  every  nook  and 
cranny.  The  flickering  light  of  the  torches  falling 
on  the  dark  hissing  stream  had  a  weird  effect ;  and 
the  hoarse  roar  of  the  river  produced  a  strange 
almost  unearthly  sound.  Hour  after  hour  passed 
without  the  search  being  rewarded  ;  for,  having 
missed  the  exact  spot  where  the  body  had  been 
arrested,  the  searchers  had  gone  on  down  the 
stream,  naturally  thinking  that  the  corpses  would 
be  carried  far  away  from  the  scene  of  the  accident. 

When  daylight  came,  however,  and  they  had  dis- 
covered nothing,  they  returned  to  the  Castle,  where 
the  greatest  consternation  and  anxiety  prevailed. 
Mr.  Davidson  was  half  distracted,  and  unable  to 
control  himself,  he  set  off  in  company  with  several 
of  the  gentlemen  and  attendants  to  make  another 
search.  Nor  was  it  long  before  all  uncertainty  was 
set  at  rest  by  the  discovery  of  poor  Jessie's  body,  in 
the  spot  where  the  cruel  waters  had  carried  her. 
Her  blanched,  bloodless  face  wore  a  look  of  agonised 
horror.  Her  hair  was  all  loose  and  filled  with  the 
sand  of  the  river.  Her  clothes  were  torn  into  shreds, 
V  and  her  fair  body  was  bruised  and  cut  with  jagged 
wounds,  from  which  the  blood  still  oozed.  It  was  a 
pitiable  ending  to  a  young  life  that  but  a  few  hours 
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ago  had  been  so  bright,  with  present  and  coming 
happiness.  Now  she  lay  there  sodden  with  the  river; 
her  white  skin  bruised  and  broken,  and  the  beauty  of 
her  face  destroyed  with  wounds  and  the  ghastly 
pallor  of  death.  With  a  wild  cry  of  blank  despair, 
the  unhappy  father  threw  himself  across  the  body  of 
his  daughter,  and  for  some  time  all  attempts  to 
pacify  him  or  remove  him  were  unavailing.  It 
almost  seemed  as  if  his  senses  had  left  him,  and 
his  grief  was  most  distressing  to  behold.  He  called 
Jessie  over  and  over  again  by  her  name ;  he  implored 
her  to  speak  to  him  ;  he  hugged  the  corpse  to  his 
breast ;  he  wound  his  arms  round  her  neck  ;  he 
toyed  with  her  dripping  tresses  ;  and  then  with  an 
outburst  of  frenzy  he  cursed  the  river,  and  springing 
suddenly  to  his  feet,  would  have  plunged  into  the 
surging  waters,  had  he  not  been  forcibly  restrained. 
Gentle  force  was  used  to  draw  the  broken-hearted 
father  from  the  spot,  and  then  Jessie's  body  was 
wrapped  in  plaids,  and  tenderly  and  sorrowfully 
borne  back  to  the  Castle,  and  a  little  later  the  gillie's 
body  was  brought  in. 

It  was  indeed  a  sad  ending  to  the  festivities,  and 
the  erstwhile  house  of  joy  had  become  a  house  of 
woe  and  mourning.  Lord  Forbes  was  terribly  dis- 
tressed, and  he  blamed  himself  for  not  having  been 
more  determined  with  Jessie,  and  so  have  prevented 
her  from  going  out.  But  the  tragedy  was  complete; 
the  disastrous  day's  work  was  known,  and  sorrow 
could  not  undo  what  was  done. 

It  was  deemed  advisable  owing  to  Robert's  state, 
to  withhold  the  news  from  him  for  the  present,  and 
though  he  made  many  inquiries  about  Jessie  he 
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was  not  informed  of  the  disaster.  He  was  unable 
to  leave  his  bed,  and  he  naturally  thought  it  exceed- 
ingly strange,  that  under  the  circumstances  Jessie 
did  not  visit  him.  At  first  he  began  to  think  that 
she  cared  little  about  him,  otherwise  she  would 
have  come. 

But  he  soon  put  this  away  as  he  reasoned  the 
matter  out,  and  at  last  he  asked  if  she  was  ill,  and 
was^answered  in  the  affirmative.  Then  his  distress 
became  unbearable,  and  in  spite  of  his  swollen  limb 
and  feverish  condition  he  insisted  on  rising  and 
going  to  her.  And  when,  as  the  truth  could  be  no 
longer  withheld,  he  was  informed  of  what  had 
happened,  the  news  almost  stunned  him,  and  it  was 
some  time  before  he  could  bring  himself  to  fully 
realise  that  the  festivities  in  honour  of  his  forth- 
coming marriage  had  had  such  a  terrible  and 
tragical  ending.  The  very  thing  that  Wild  Madge 
o'  the  Hills  had  predicted  had  come  to  pass,  and 
the  expectant  bride  was  now  lying  cold  in  death. 

Although  persuaded  not  to  do  so,  he  insisted 
upon  going  to  see  the  corpse,  which  was  to  be 
carried  back  to  Aberdeen,  where  it  would  be  finally 
laid  to  rest.  They  had  dressed  the  poor  dead  girl 
in  a  robe  of  spotless  white,  trimmed  with  delicate 
lace,  and  round  her  head  they  had  placed  a  wreath 
of  flowers.  But  nothing  could  tone  down  or  remove 
from  her  face  the  petrified  look  of  horror  it  bore. 

Robert  was  deeply  affected,  and,  kissing  the 
marble  forehead,  he  shed  tears  of  sincere  sorrow. 

Poor  girl,'*  he  moaned,  "  you  were  to  be  my 
bride,  but  Fate,  which  is  irresistible,  has  willed  it 
otherwise,  and  Death  has  claimed  you/' 
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He  kissed  her  many  times,  and,  then  thoroughly 
overcome,  he  had  to  be  led  away.  An  hour  or  two 
later,  those  who  had  come  so  light  of  heart  and 
gay  set  off  on  their  return  journey  to  Aberdeen. 
The  corpse  was  borne  in  a  rough  temporary  coffin, 
covered  with  a  white  pall,  on  the  shoulders  of  four 
stalwart  Highlanders. 

Mr.  Davidson  seemed  thoroughly  crushed.  He 
appeared  to  have  become  an  old  and  bowed  man  in 
the  few  days  that  had  passed  since  the  disaster. 
His  face  was  pallid  and  expressionless.  His  eyes 
had  a  far-away  look  in  them  and  his  hair  had 
whitened.  He  had  arrived  amidst  shouts  of 
welcome,  and  with  the  skirl  of  the  bagpipes  ringing 
in  his  ears  ;  now,  as  he  took  his  departure,  the 
doleful  notes  of  the  coronach  rose  mournfully  on 
the  air. 

He  had  come  as  a  man  full  of  hope.  He  was 
ambitious,  proud,  and  looking  forward  with  a  joy 
that  was  incapable  of  expression  in  words,  to  the 
union  of  his  house  with  the  noble  and  ancient 
Forbes.  But  Destiny  had  changed  all  in  a  few 
-  hours,  and  he  was  going  forth  a  hopeless,  humbled, 
bowed  and  broken-hearted  old  man,  to  whom  the 
world  had  grown  suddenly  dark,  and  nothing 
henceforth  would  be  capable  of  giving  him  joy. 
Death  had  thrown  its  sombre  shadow  around  him, 
and  the  shadow  would  never  more  depart.  It  was 
a  sad,  sad  ending  to  a  dream  of  greatness. 

However  much  Robert  Forbes  had  wavered  in 
his  feelings  for  Jessie  Davidson,  her  sudden  and 
tragic  death  affected  him  keenly,  and  for  a  time  he 
was  utterly  prostrated.     Very  frequently  Death 
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serves  to  show  us  the  worth  of  those  who  during  life, 
we  have  failed  to  fully  appreciate.  When  too  late  we 
see  their  virtues,  and  also  where  we  have  failed  to 
do  justice  to  them.  It  certainly  brought  Rob 
to  this  state  of  mind,  and  his  conscience  was  un- 
easy, because  he  felt  he  might  have  treated  Jessie 
differently — that  is,  with  more  warmth,  and  shown 
greater  devotion  than  he  had  done.  He  had 
wavered  between  two  loves  and  had  been  somewhat 
neglectful  of  her,  who  had  the  first  claim  upon  him. 
Regrets,  however,  were  all  useless.  He  could  not 
recall  the  dead.  He  could  not  undo  the  past ;  that 
was  gone.  The  future  was  before  him,  what  that 
held  in  store,  no  one  could  say. 

As  can  readily  be  imagined,  Lord  Forbes  was 
deeply  sorrow-stricken  by  Jessie's  untimely  and 
tragic  death.  It  was  such  a  totally  unlooked — for 
blighting  of  his  hopes.  He  had  deemed  a  wealthy 
marriage  for  his  son  so  desirable;  and  the  wealth 
he  wished  for  would  have  been  brought  into  the 
family  by  Jessie.  But  Death  had  stepped  in 
and  altered  all  the  plans,  and  all  that  one 
could  do  was  to  bow  resignedly  to  what  could  not 
be  changed. 

The  injury  that  Robert  had  received  to  his  leg 
proved  to  be  far  more  serious  than  was  at  first 
anticipated ;  for  some  of  the  tendons  had  been 
strained  and  twisted,  and  he  Avas  obliged  to  keep  in 
a  reclining  position  for  weeks.  During  this  period 
of  enforced  idleness,  he  suffered  much  from  depres- 
sion, and  occasionally  his  thoughts  would  wander 
to  Kate  Cameron.  But  then  he  would  get  angry 
with  himself,  for  he  could  not  forget  what  Jessie 
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had  said,  that  if  she  was  any  judge  of  her  sex,  Kate 
did  not  care  the  value  of  a  hair  about  him.  "  And 
why  should  I  humiliate  myself,"  he  asked,  "in 
seeking  to  win  a  woman  who  scorns  me  ?  " 

This  was  the  philosophy  of  youth,  but  youth's 
philosophy  is  never  very  sound,  and  if  Rob  had 
subjected  his  mind  to  a  critical  examination  he 
would  have  found  that  he  still  yearned  for  Kate, 
and  that  his  heart  was  by  no  means  buried  in  Jessie 
Davidson's  grave,  however  much  he  might  have 
tried  to  persuade  himself  that  it  was. 

They  were  bitter  and  dreary  weeks,  those 
during  which  he  lay  helpless,  and  left  much  to 
his  own  reflections,  which  were  not  particularly 
cheerful. 

One  evening,  when  he  was  convalescent — in  fact, 
all  but  well — his  second  brother  was  with  him,  and 
his  brother  was  recounting  how^  he  had  been  out 
riding  that  day  and  how  on  his  return  he  had  met 
Kate  Cameron. 

At  the  very  mention  of  Kate's  name  Rob's  blood 
seemed  to  surge  faster  through  his  veins,  while  his 
face  burned,  and  his  eyes  lighted  up  with  an 
enquiring  expression. 

"She  gets  mair  and  mair  bonnie,"  said  the 
brother, "  and  I  would  do  and  dare  much  an  I  could 
but  win  her  favour." 

"  Does  she  no  favour  you  ?  "  asked  Rob  quickly. 

"  I'm  no  sure ;  sometimes  she  smiles  and  some- 
times she  frowns.  She's  just  as  fickle  as  an  April 
day.    But  I  intend  to  try  for  her." 

"  And  do  you  think  you'll  succeed  ?  "  Rob  queried 
somewhat  anxiously. 
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His  brother  broke  into  a  laugh  as  he  ex- 
claimed— 

^'You  are  sae  young  yet,  Rob,  and  kinna  ken 
muckle  about  women  or  you  wouldna  speir  that 
question/' 

"  Why  ?  "  demanded  Rob  a  little  warmly. 

"  Because  if  a  man  makes  up  his  mind  to  win  a 
woman  he  must  be  a  puir  fule  if  he  doesna  succeed. 
She  may  say  him  nay  at  first,  and  she  may  swear 
she  hates  him,  but  the  mair  she  says  that  the  mair 
he  must  say  that  he  loves  her." 

"  And  dae  ye  think  that  that  would  bring  her  tae 
his  feet  ? " 

"Ay,  Rob,  man,  tak  my  word  for  it.  The 
woman's  no  living  wha  can  hold  out  lang  against  a 
man  wha's  constantly  telling  her  that  he  loves  her." 

"  And  have  you  made  up  your  mind,  brother, 
about  Kate  ?  " 

"  Fm  no  of  twa  ways  of  thinking  whether  I  like 
her  or  no.  But  ye  ken,  Rob,  our  father's  no 
particularly  smitten  with  the  Camerons,  and 
wouldna  gie  his  consent  maybe.  He  mak's  a 
mistake  there,  because  we  might  absorb  the 
Camerons  in  the  Forbes,  and  create  a  powerful  new 
branch  of  the  family." 

Rob's  face  burned  still  more  as  he  listened  to 
these  words,  and  he  became  so  restless  that  he  could 
scarcely  contain  himself. 

"  Then  if  our  father  winna  gi'e  his  consent  to  your 
marrying  Kate  Cameron,"  he  said,  ^'there's  no 
chance  for  you." 

His  brother  laughed  loudly  again  as  he 
answered — 
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"  Many  a  man  has  married  a  lassie  against  his 
father's  consent." 

"  Then  you  comtemplate  doing  the  same  ?  " 

"  Weel,  sometimes,  when  I  see  Kate,  I  just  feel 
as  if  I  could  set  my  father  at  defiance,  and  I  think 
I  shall  dae  it/' 

"  An  ye  could  win  her,"  said  Bob  drily. 
An  I  could.    Have  I  no  told  ye  that  I  consider 
any  man  a  puir  fule,  who  cannot  win  a  girl  he  sets 
his  heart  on  ?  " 

His  brother's  words  made  a  deep  impression  on 
Rob.  They  sank  into  his  brain  and  shattered  all 
his  previous  resolutions,  and  he  felt  anything  but 
amiable  towards  his  brother.  All  night  long  he 
pondered  upon  those  words,  and  the  more  he 
pondered  upon  them,  the  greater  impression 
they  made  upon  him,  until  he  mentally  ex- 
claimed, 

"  My  brother  shall  never  win  Kate  Cameron. 
I  think  I  should  be  tempted  to  kill  him 
first." 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

WHAT  WAS  THE  MOTIVE? 

Some  three  or  four  days  after  that  conversation 
with  his  brother,  Rob  Forbes  had  so  far  recovered 
that  he  was  able  to  go  out.  For  many  days  he 
wandered  about  the  Strath  of  Brux  Castle,  hoping 
against  hope  that  he  might  get  a  chance  of  seeing 
Kate  Cameron's  handsome  face.  But  the  chance 
did  not  occur,  and  although  his  former  strength 
was  quite  restored,  he  grew  melancholy  and  dejected. 
He  could  no  longer  disguise  from  himself  that  Kate 
had  become  his  lode  star.  His  intended  bride  was 
dead,  no  obstacle  existed  now  ;  and,  stimulated  by 
his  brother's  words,  he  asked  himself  why  he  should 
not  try,  in  spite  of  the  way  she  had  treated  him,  to 
win  Kate? 

"  The  woman  is  no'  living  who  can  hold  out  long 
against  a  man  who  is  constantly  telling  her  that  he 
loves  her." 

These  were  his  brother's  words,  and  Rob  could 
not  forget  them.  In  fact,  they  became,  as  it  were, 
a  text  to  him,  from  which  he  was  constantly 
preaching  a  sermon  to  himself,  and  saying,  "  Go 
forth,  Rob  Forbes,  and  win  Kate  Cameron." 

This  at  last  took  such  a  hold  upon  him  that  he 
bound  himself  by  a  mental  vow  to  win  Kate  or 
perish.    From  this  moment  he  haunted  the  haughs 
of  Strathdon  and  prowled  about  the  avenues  o 
Brux  Castle,  in  the  hope  of  catching  sight  of  her. 
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Sometimes  he  did  see  her,  but  it  was  from  a 
distance,  and  she  always  seemed  to  elude  him  and 
required  as  much  tracing  as  did  the  roes  of  his 
native  woods  of  Alford.  He  told  no  one  of  his 
object.  He  kept  his  purpose  to  himself,  and 
this  purpose  he  pursued  with  dogged  determination. 

At  length  one  day  he  happened  suddenly  and 
unexpectedly  to  meet  her  as  she  was  strolling 
leisurely  along  the  avenue  of  Brux.  For  a  moment 
his  speech  seemed  to  leave  him,  and  he  could  only 
gaze  at  her  in  silent  admiration.  Expecting  him 
to  speak,  she  too,  was  silent,  but  she  looked  at  him 
inquiringly,  and  as  he  still  remained  dumb  she 
demanded  at  last  in  a  tone  that  was  almost  im- 
perious— 

"  Rob  Forbes  why  dost  thou  dog  my  steps  and 
haunt  me  as  thou  hast  been  doing  of  late.^*  Al- 
though thou  hast  not  seen  me,  I  have  often  seen 
thee  prowling  about  the  Strath  and  my  mother's 
lands.    Wherefore  dost  thou  do  it  ?  " 

"Because  I  love  thee,"  he  stammered,  averting  his 
eyes  from  hers  that  were  fixed  upon  him,  and  look- 
ing for  all  the  world  like  a  criminal  before  a  judge. 

She  burst  into  a  derisive  laugh  that  made  him 
shudder,  and  she  exclaimed  with  what  seemed  to 
him  cold-blooded  and  heartless  cruelty — 

"Thou  lovest  me,  Robert  Forbes?  Man,  ye 
must  be  dreaming.  The  man  that  would  win  my 
love  is  not  the  likes  o'  you.  He  must  be  big  and 
powerful,  and  do  my  bidding,  as  a  slave  would  do 
the  bidding  of  his  master.  No,  Rob ;  time  was 
when  I  might  have  loved  thee,  but  that  time  has 
passed.    My  heart  now  is  stone." 
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She  turned  and  walked  away  before  he  could 
recover  from  his  surprise  and  utter  a  word  to  stay 
her.  And  as  he  caught  sight  of  her  retreating  form 
he  felt  as  if  he  should  sink  into  the  earth  with  grief, 
and  uttering  one  long-drawn  sigh  he  went  towards 
his  home  feeling  more  disconsolate  than  ever.  But 
soon  his  brother's  words  came  back  to  him  with 
greater  force,  and  his  drooping  hopes  were  revived, 
his  weakening  resolutions  once  more  became  strong. 

It  was  not  until  a  week  later  that  he  saw  Kate 
again,  although  never  a  day  had  passed  but  he  had 
haunted  the  places  which  he  knew  she  frequented. 
He  met  her  in  the  strath  and  evidently  his  appear- 
ance was  somewhat  of  a  surprise  to  her,  for  she 
seemed  astonished  and  exclaimed  in  an  angry  tone — 

"  Again  I  ask  why  dost  thou  follow  me  like  this, 
Rob  Forbes  ? " 

Because  I  love  thee,"  he  answered  meekly. 

"  Thou  art  persistent,  at  least,''  she  said. 

"  Ay,"  he  answered,  "  a  beautiful  woman  is  not  to 
be  won  without  persistency." 

She  coloured  a  little  as  she  replied — 

"  That  is  a  pretty  answer,  but  one  part  at  least 
is  flattery." 

Nay,  Kate,  I  could  not  flatter  thee.  In  my 
sight  the  world  contains  no  more  beautiful  woman 
than  thou  art." 

She  blushed  scarlet  now  as  she  said  with  half 
averted  gaze — 

"  Thy  tongue  is  honied,  fair  sir." 

"  My  tongue  is  truthful  in  this  case  at  least." 

"  I  thank  thee  for  the  compliment,  but  again  I  say 
thou  must  not  follow  me." 
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"  Must  not." 
"  No." 

"  And  wherefore  no,  sweet  Kate  ?  " 

She  turned  from  him  for  a  moment,  as  if  she  was 
troubled  with  some  passing  thought.  Then  quickly 
facing  him  again  her  blushes  had  departed,  and  she 
seemed  stern  and  resolute,  and  speaking  in  a 
changed  tone  said — 

"  Rob  Forbes,  if  ever  thou  would'st  speak  to  me 
again  out  of  my  mother  s  ken,  thou  must  meet  me 
by  night  when  the  moon  is  up  by  the  cairns  of  my 
kin  who  were  foully  slaughtered  by  the  savage 
treacher  Muat,  in  the  dark  and  ghost-haunted  glen 
of  Drumgoudrum." 

'    Whether  she   really  meant   this  or  not  it  is 
difficult  to  say.    Perhaps  it  was  only  said  to  test 
his  courage,  but  at  any  rate  he  answered  eagerly — 
"  And  wilt  thou  tryst  me  then  in  that  lonely  spot 
alone?" 

She  hesitated  before  answering.  She  seemed  to 
be  somewhat  surprised  by  his  eagerness,  and  she 
looked  at  him  with  a  keen,  piercing  glance,  as  if 
trying  to  read  the  thoughts  that  were  passing 
through  his  mind.    At  last  she  said — 

"  I  will  meet  thee  there." 

"  Kate,"  he  cried,  "  is  this  sincerity,  or  art  thou 
but  jesting  ?  " 

"  How  darest  thou  to  doubt  me  ? "  she  answered. 

"  Nay,  heaven  knows  I  w^ould  not  doubt  thee, 
but  the  tryst  is  a  strange  one." 

"  I  grant  it  is." 
Wherefore  hast  thou  made  it  then  }  " 

"  I  have  a  motive." 
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Ah,  Kate,"  he  sighed,  still  doubtful  that  she  was 
sincere,  "  trifle  not  with  me  or  thou  wilt  drive  me  to 
to  distraction.  I  love  thee.  Dost  thou  hear?  I 
love  thee." 

He  tried  to  take  her  hand,  but  she  drew  away 
and  said — 

Nay,  thou  must  not  touch  me." 
And  why  not?  If  thou  did'st  but  know  how  I 
have  thought  of  thee  and  dreamed  of  thee  for  months, 
thou  would'st  pity  me.  Give  me  but  a  chance  to  tell 
my  tale.  Whisper  to  me  in  return.  Breathe  near 
my  cheek  thine  own  sweet  breath.  Let  me  hear  but 
one  favourable  word  from  those  dear  lips — " 

"Rob,"  she  interrupted,  as  if  alarmed  by  the 
length  to  which  her  own  boldness  had  carried  her, 
"  Rob,  I  have  not  said  yet  that  I  love  thee,  and  yet 
thou  art  talking  to  me  with  all  a  lover's  warmth." 

"  I  must  talk  to  thee  so,"  he  continued,  because 
I  am  as  warm  a  lover  as  ever  breathed.  Give  me 
but  one  answering  glance  of  those  glorious  black 
eyes  in  a  place  where  none  can  see  us  but  the 
silvery  moon  ;  let  thy  heart  answer  my  heart,  place 
thy  hands  in  mine,  and  whisper  to  me  the  three 
little  words,  *  I  love  thee,'  and  I  will  meet  and  dare 
all  the  grim  and  ghastly  spectres  that  ever  haunted 
Kildrummy  Kirkyard  !  " 

She  appeared  to  be  greatly  touched  by  his  plead- 
ing, and  yet  she  struggled  with  herself  as  was  evident 
before  she  could  answer,  when  she  exclaimed — 

Rob,  I  will  meet  thee,  and  that  in  the  weird  and 
lonely  glen  of  Drumgoudrum.  I  will  speak  to  thee 
alone,  but  it  must  be  there.  This  very  night  the 
tryst  shall  be  kept.    Fail  not  to  come,  and  thou 


What  was  the  Motive  ?  159 


shalt  find  me  at  the  upper  end  of  the  dell.  The 
moon  rises  at  eight  and  by  time  it  is  high  enough 
for  its  light  to  fall  on  the  red  heather  that  waves 
over  my  father's  grave,  be  thou  on  the  spot/' 

"Ay,  that  will  I,"  he  exclaimed  with  joy,  "so 
long  as  thou  wilt  be  there.  Nay,  a  legion  of  fiends 
shall  not  keep  me  from  thee." 

"  Thou  speakest  bravely,''  she  answered. 

"  I  am  a  Forbes,"  he  answered  proudly. 

"  And  should'st  have  courage  then." 

"  I  have  courage  to  win  thee,  and  to  dare  all  for 
thy  sake,  for,  Kate  Cameron,  I  love  thee,  I  love  thee, 
I  love  thee,"  he  repeated  with  great  earnestness. 

"  Thou  art  a  persistent  youth,"  she  murmured. 

"  Love,  to  be  true,  should  be  persistent." 

"  Thou  art  a  bold  one  too." 

"  Love  is  ever  bold. 

"  Thou  art  a  sweet  one,"  she  sighed. 

His  heart  beat  with  a  thrill  of  new-born  joy  as 
she  said  this,  and  he  stretched  forth  his  arms  to 
clasp  her,  but  she  drew  back,  and  casting  one  glance 
of  love  at  him  she  sped  away  like  a  wild  roe,  leaving 
him  standing  there,  the  hot  blood  surging  through 
his  veins  in  a  torrent,  his  head  swimming  with 
delight,  and  his  lips  shaping  the  words  "  she  loves 
me,  she  loves  me."  Then  as  he  turned  to  go,  he 
murmured  with  a  sigh  of  satisfaction,  "  Brother,  I 
thank  thee  for  having  taught  me  how  to  woo." 

He  returned  to  his  home  a  changed  man.  He 
no  longer  thought  that  Fate  was  harsh  to  him,  or 
that  the  world  was  gloomy.  His  drooping  spirits 
had  revived,  and  the  first  time  for  many  a  long  day 
he  felt  really  happy. 
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Of  what  had  taken  place  between  him  and  Kate, 
he  breathed  no  word  to  living  soul.  The  tryst  must 
be  a  secret  one,  he  said  to  himself,  for  he  was  afraid 
that  should  his  father  come  to  know  that  he  was 
secretly  meeting  Kate  there  would  be  a  serious 
disagreement.  For  between  the  two  houses  there 
had  not  been  any  strong  feeling  of  friendship ;  and 
Lord  Forbes,  for  reasons  that  he  might  have  found 
considerable  difficulty  in  justifying,  regarded  the 
Camerons  with  feelings  of  contempt,  although  he 
had  never  openly  expressed  himself  to  this  effect. 
Rob,  however,  was  perfectly  well  aware  of  it,  and 
knew  the  opposition  he  would  have  to  encounter. 
But  so  irresistible  was  his  love  for  Kate  that  he  was 
determined  to  win  her  at  every  hazard,  even  though 
it  should  make  a  breach  between  him  and  his 
father  for  ever.  Kate  was  now  his  dream.  She 
had  said  the  man  she  would  love  must  obey  her  as 
a  slave  would  obey  his  master.  And  man  was 
never  more  ready  to  be  a  woman's  slave,  than  Rob 
Forbes  was  to  be  the  slave  of  the  beautiful  Kate 
Cameron.  And  now  that  she  had  spoken  words 
indicating  that  she  was  not  indifferent  to  him  he  was 
elated  to  a  seventh  heaven  of  delight,  and  there  was 
nothing  he  would  not  have  dared  for  her  sweet  sake. 

The  strange  trysting-place  that  she  had  appointed, 
caused  him,  as  was  only  natural,  to  puzzle  his  brains 
to  satisfactorily  account  for  her  motive.  That  she 
had  a  motive  he  could  not  doubt,  for  it  was  surely 
something  more  than  a  mere  whim  which  prompted 
a  young  girl  to  consent  to  meet  a  young  man  in  a 
lonely  and  weird  spot  likethe  Glen  of  Drumgoudrum, 
late  at  night.    But  what  was  the  motive  ?  After 
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many  conjectures  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
her  object  was  to  test  his  courage,  and  that  after 
all,  perhaps,  she  did  not  intend  to  keep  the  tryst. 
For  a  few  moments  he  experienced  a  sense  of 
indignation  as  he  thought  this.  But  he  shook  it 
off,  for  his  love  was  strong,  and  he  could  not  for 
long  entertain  a  suspicion  of  the  honesty  of  the 
woman  he  loved. 

The  hours  that  intervened  between  then  and  the 
time  appointed  for  the  meeting  seemed  to  be  leaden 
footed,  and  he  displayed  so  much  restlessness  and 
so  much  anxiety  to  know  the  time  that  he  attracted 
the  attention  of  his  brother,  who  said  : 

"  What's  the  matter  with  thee,  Rob  ?  it  seems  as 
if  thy  whole  nature  had  changed  of  late.  Thou 
takest  no  interest  in  thy  family  or  their  affairs.  If 
we  ask  thee  to  accompany  us  in  the  chase,  we 
receive  for  answer,  a  sigh  and  a  melancholy  "  No 
If  we  request  thee  to  join  in  any  of  our  amusements 
thou  hast  always  some  other  engagement,  and  thou 
art  constantly  mooning  about  in  the  woods  and  the 
Strath,  as  though  thou  hadst  the  care  of  a  kingdom 
on  thy  shoulders." 

"  Thou  seemest,  brother,  to  be  forgetful  of  what 
has  happened  of  late.  It  is  scarcely  four  months 
since  my  intended  bride  was  lost  in  the  shadow  of 
the  grave,"  Robert  answered  with  some  prevarication. 

''By  my  faith,"  cried  his  brother,  w^th  an  incredu- 
lous laugh,  ''  an  I  know  aught  of  human  nature  its 
not  a  dead  love  that  troubles  thee,  but  a  living  one." 

"  And  who,  thinkest  thou  is  the  living  one  ? " 
Robert  asked,  with  a  view  of  pumping  his  brother. 

" Rob,"  answered  the  other,  with  a  meaning  smile, 
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"  there  is  to  my  knowledge  only  one  lassie  in  all  this 
region  that  would  unsettle  thy  mind  as  it  is  unsettled/' 

"  And  she  is  ?  " 
She  is  Kate  Cameron." 

Robert's  manner  betrayed  him,  but  nevertheless 
he  answered : 

"  Supposing  I  say  that  thou  art  wrong,  brother." 

"  I  should  not  believe  thee,"  answered  the  other 
bluntly,  "  But  listen  to  me,  thou  hast  no  chance 
with  Kate." 

"  Why  ?  "  this  quickly  and  excitedly. 

"Because  our  father  would  not  sanction  a  marriage 
between  you." 

"  Is  that  the  only  reason  ? "  . 

"  No." 

"  What  other  reason  then  ?  " 

"  Another  reason  is,  that  I  love  Kate  myself." 

"  So,  so,"  said  Rob  musingly,  "  that  may  be  a 
very  powerful  reason  under  certain  conditions." 

"  What  are  the  conditions  ?  "  asked  his  brother. 

"  That  she  returns  thy  love." 
Oh,  for  the  matter  of  that,"  returned  his  brother 
lightly,  "  it  is  difficult  to  say.    Kate  is  as  deep  as  a 
well  and  as  artful  as  a  fox." 

"  Dost  thou  mean  to  say  she  is  deceitful  ? " 
demanded  Robert  with  considerable  warmth. 

"  Oh,  oh,"  laughed  his  brother  derisively,  "  thou 
art  desirous  of  posing  as  her  champion." 

"  I  do  not  like  to  hear  thee  speak  disrespectfully 
of  her,"  said  Rob,  indignantly. 

"Look  here,brotherof  mine," said  theother  authori- 
tively  and  a  little  sternly,  "  curb  thy  temper  and 
subdue  thy  feelings,  and  do  not  forget  that  thou  art 
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as  yet  but  a  boy,  overburdened  with  silly  sentiment 
and  incapable  at  present,  of  forming  a  sound 
judgment  on  any  subject.  Kate  Cameron  may 
have  smiled  upon  thee,  but  it  is  only  to  make  a  fool 
of  thee,  for  she  carries  herself  so  high  and  is  so 
conscious  of  her  own  beauty  that  it  is  not  to  the 
likes  of  thee  that  she  would  deign  to  commit  the 
keeping  of  her  heart." 

"  Maybe  not,"  answered  Rob,  ironically,  "  maybe 
she  would  infinitely  prefer  thee  to  me  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  think  that  there  is  much  doubt  about  that. 
But  anyway  let  me  give  you  a  word  of  advice. 
Waste  not  thy  breath  in  sighing  for  Kate,  for  thou 
wilt  but  succeed  in  winning  her  scorn.  Thou  art 
too  feminine  for  the  likes  of  her.  When  she  weds 
she  will  want  a  man  for  her  husband," 

Robert  was  deeply  hurt  by  this  bitter  and  un- 
justifiable taunt  of  his  brother's,  which  he  ascribed 
to  jealousy,  for  he  knew  that  his  brother  was 
enamoured  of  Kate,  but  he  soon  recovered,  and, 
smiling  to  himself,  said  : 

Those  who  win  may  laugh.  Methinks  the  game 
is  in  my  hands,  good  brother,  and  thou  wilt  have  to 
eat  thy  words." 

As  the  evening  drew  on  he  left  the  Castle,  in  order 
to  avoid  attracting  the  attention  he  certainly  would 
have  done  had  he  left  after  the  darkness  had  fallen. 
For  Drimminor,like  all  the  Castles  in  that  part  of  the 
country,  was  well  guarded  at  night,  and  no  one  could 
leave  or  enter  without  its  being  known.  Robert  did 
not  mind  at  what  hour  he  returned,  but  going  out 
after  dark  would  have  called  for  some  explanation. 

He  still  had  a  considerable  time  to  wait  for  the 
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appointed  hour  and  he  passed  this  time  in  wandering 
about  the  woods,  and  thinking  of  Kate,  and  trying 
again  and  again  to  suggest  some  satisfactory  reason 
for  her  appointing  such  a  strange  hour  for  meeting. 

Since  that  terrible  fight  in  the  Drumgoudrum 
between  the  unfortunate  Camerons  and  the  Muats, 
the  lonely  glen  had  gained  an  evil  reputation. 
Always  lonely,  it  was  now  lonelier  than  ever,  and 
people  shunned  it  as  they  would  have  shunned  a 
plague  stricken  spot.  It  was  commonly  and 
generally  believed  that  the  place  was  haunted,  and 
the  weirdest  and  most  startling  stories  imaginable 
were  current  in  connection  with  it,  and  in  an 
age  when  such  things  were  firmly  and  thoroughly  be- 
lieved in,  from  the  castle  to  the  cottage  the  place  very 
easily  got  an  evil  name.  So  far  as  Drumgoudrum  was 
concerned,  it  would  have  been  a  difficult  matter  to 
have  found  a  person  in  all  the  country  side  who 
would  have  had  the  boldness  to  have  visited  the 
glen  alone  after  dark.  Rob  Forbes  was  not  without 
a  belief  in  ghosts,  and  wraiths,  and  spectres,  and  it 
was  this  which  caused  him  to  be  so  puzzled  to 
account  for  Kate  appointing  the  glen  as  a  meeting- 
place,  and  especially  at  an  hour  when  the  tenants  of 
the  grave  and  the  evil  spirits  of  another  world  were 
supposed  to  be  free  to  roam  about. 

It  was  only  natural  as  he  wandered  listlessly 
along  that  Rob  should  dwell  more  and  more  on  this 
matter ;  until  it  became  a  conviction  in  his  mind 
that  Kate  had  no  other  intention  than  to  make  a 
fool  of  him,  and  that  she  would  not  keep  the  tryst. 
As  he  came  to  this  conclusion,  he  could  not  help 
feeling  indignant,  and  once  he  actually  turned  back 
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again  with  the  intention  of  going  home.  But 
suddenly  he  stopped,  and  after  a  Httle  reflection 
retraced  his  steps  towards  the  haunted  glen, 
murmuring  to  himself — "She  shall  not  have  it  in  her 
power  to  accuse  me  of  lacking  in  courage.  I  fear  no 
living  man,  and  the  dead  cannot  harm  me,  and  since 
she  has  dared  me  to  it,  Til  face  the  spectres  of 
Drumgoudrum  though  there  be  a  legion  of  them." 

Musing  thus,  he  wandered  on,  darkness  had 
fallen,  and  as  the  moon  had  not  yet  risen,  it  was 
with  difficulty  that  he  found  the  way.  The  pine 
forests  were  very  gloomy  and  solemn  at  this  hour, 
and  strange  sounds,  intensified  by  the  stillness, 
filled  the  air.  But  Rob  felt  nothing  daunted.  He 
pursued  his  way  with  unfaltering  steps.  Presently 
a  breeze  arose  and  sighed  dismally  and  mournfully 
in  the  mysterious  depths  of  the  dark  woods,  where 
nocturnal  animals  prowled  and  night  birds  uttered 
their  peculiar  cries. 

"  She  will  never  come,"  thought  Robert  to  himself, 
as  he  felt  deeply  impressed  by  the  weirdness  of  the 
surroundings.  "  She  will  never  come,"  he  repeated, 
"  but  I  will  keep  the  tryst  if  it  cost  me  my  life." 

It  was  now  within  half-an-hour  of  the  time 
appointed,  and  as  he  had  still  a  good  mile  from  the 
glen  he  quickened  his  footsteps.  The  moon  was 
rising  now  and  her  pale  light  began  to  silver  the 
tops  of  the  trees  and  to  weave  strange  and  even 
startling  shadows  on  the  open  spaces.  The  night 
breeze  strengthened  with  the  rising  moon,  and  shook 
the  branches  of  the  trees  and  moaned  as  if  it  were 
a  thing  in  pain.  But  Rob's  nerves  remained  firm, 
and,  pushing  on,  he  at  last  reached  the  glen. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 


HOW  THE  TRYST  WAS  KEPT  IN  THE  HAUNTED 

GLEN 

Nothing  could  have  been  more  weird  or  more 
suggestive  of  the  supernatural,  than  the  dell  of 
Drumgoudrum  at  this  hour,  and  Rob  proved  himself 
to  be  a  man  of  mettle  and  possessed  of  strong 
nerves  to  have  ventured  here  alone.  The  moon  was 
not  sufficiently  high  to  light  the  gloomy  depths  of 
the  glen,  which  was  still  darkened  with  the  great 
shadows  of  the  surrounding  hills.  Still  it  was  possible 
to  distinguish  the  cairns  of  stones  that  marked  the 
spots  where  the  slain  were  buried.  Rob  made  his 
way  to  the  cairn  beneath  which  the  remains  of  Big 
Macfadden  and  his  companions  mouldered,  and  there 
seating  himself  he  awaited  the  coming  of  Kate. 

Courageous  as  he  was,  he  could  not  repress  a  little 
shudder,  as  he  glanced  around,  and  he  half  expected 
to  see  some  fearsome  thing  come  up  out  of  the 
graves  and  clasp  him  in  its  grizzly  arms.  The  night 
wind  whistled  eerily  through  the  dell,  and  as  it 
murmured  among  the  cliffs,  it  seemed  to  him  like 
the  sullen  moan  of  the  dead  who  cried  for  vengeance 
beneath  his  feet.  Slowly  the  moon  crept  up  the 
sky,  until  the  darkness  of  the  dell  was  dispelled  by 
a  pale,  weird  light,  by  which  it  was  easy  for  a  fanci- 
ful mind  to  see  strange  and  startling  sights.  Once 
or  twice  Robert  really  thought  he  saw  a  spectre 
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advancing  towards  him.  It  seemed  to  him  that  the 
ghost  of  the  Laird  of  Brux,  whom  he  had  known  in 
life,  rose  from  the  grave  and  beckoned  three  times 
to  him.  The  face  of  the  spectre  was  distinctly 
visible  in  the  moonlight,  or  so  he  thought,  and  he 
recognised  the  laird  unmistakably.  The  face  was 
ghastly  in  its  ashen  whiteness,  and  was  here  and 
there  streaked  with  blood. 

So  fascinated  was  Rob  by  the  weird  sight,  which 
no  doubt  his  own  mind  had  conjured  into  existence, 
that  he  rose  from  his  seat  at  the  beckoning  of  the 
spectre  and  went  slowly  towards  it.  Then  the 
thing  stretched  forth  its  bony  hand  and  touched 
him,  and  a  cold  thrill  passed  through  his  frame 
from  head  to  foot.  He  seemed  to  be  under  a  spell, 
and,  like  one  who  saw  and  heard  in  a  dream,  and 
bowing  his  head,  he  asked — 

"  What  wouldst  thou  with  me  ?  " 

"  Thou  shalt  be  an  instrument  of  revenge," 
answered  the  spectre. 

Startled  by  the  fancied  sounds  of  the  ghostly 
voice,  Rob  suddenly  looked  up,  but  there  was 
nothing  visible ;  the  spectre  had  vanished.  He 
rubbed  his  eyes  and  shook  himself. 

"  Am  I  dreaming,"  he  asked  himself,  "  or  have  I 
really  seen  the  ghost  of  Kate's  father  ?  " 

An  answer  seemed  to  come  to  him  from  some- 
where amongst  the  cliffs,  and  to  his  fancy  the  night 
wind  bore  to  his  ears  these  words — 

Thou  hast  seen  the  ghost  of  Kate's  father." 

Somehow  the  answer  w^as  not  like  spoken  words  ; 
it  was  rather  a  series  of  moans  and  sighs,  and  yet  he 
had  no  difficulty  in  interpreting  these  into  the  words. 
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It  was  altogether  strangely  mysterious  and  weird, 
but  his  courage  did  not  desert  him.  He  gazed  all 
round,  but  saw  nothing  save  a  great  owl  that  flew 
over  his  head,  and  uttered  a  startling  "  hoot." 

"  What  would  Kate's  father  with  me  ?  he  asked 
again,  and  again  the  answer  was  repeated — 

"  Thou  shalt  be  an  instrument  of  revenge." 

This  time  the  supposed  voice  was  rather  like  a 
far-away  echo  that  died  down  on  the  night  wind 
with  a  sort  of  wail, 

"  In  what  way  shall  I  be  an  instrument  of 
revenge  ?  "  he  demanded. 

He  waited  for  an  answer,  but  none  came.  He  re- 
peated the  question,  but  still  it  remained  unanswered, 
and,  shaking  himself  once  more,  he  murmured — 

"  Bah !  what  a  fool  I  am.  I  must  have  been 
dreaming.  I  do  not  believe  I  have  really  heard  a 
voice  or  seen  a  vision," 

He  paced  up  and  down  and  began  to  grow  im- 
patient, and  two  or  three  times  he  could  have  sworn 
that  a  white  figure  flitted  by  him,  and  he  heard 
sighings  and  strange  sounds  for  which  he  could  not 
account.  He  gazed  in  every  direction  in  search  of 
her  for  whom  he  was  waiting,  but  still  there  were 
no  signs  of  her,  and  at  last  he  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  she  had  played  him  false. 

She  thought  I  would  not  dare  to  venture  in  this 
fearsome  place,"  he  murmured  bitterly,  "  but  she  is 
mistaken,  and  she  may  yet  learn  that  it  is  not  good 
to  make  a  fool  of  me.  I  love  you  Kate  Cameron,  but 
an  I  loved  you  fifty  times  as  much  as  I  do  you  should 
find  that  it  was  dangerous  to  trifle  with  me  thus." 

He  was  about  to  take  his  departure,  feeling  very  \ 
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indignant,  when  he  was  arrested  by  a  figure 
wrapped  in  a  plaid,  and  which  seemed  to  be  gliding 
down  the  side  of  the  glen  which  was  in  shade.  He 
stopped  and  stared  at  this  figure.  From  the 
distance  it  was  oflT,  he  could  not  make  out  whether 
it  was  the  figure  of  a  man  or  woman.  And  in  fact 
after  some  moments  he  came  to  the  conclusion  it 
was  after  all  but  a  creation  of  his  fancy. 

In  a  little  while,  however,  it  had  advanced  near 
enough  for  him  to  make  out  that  it  was  a  female, 
and  no  spectre.  Then  his  heart  beat  high  and  his 
face  burned  with  excitement,  for  who  could  it  be  if 
it  was  not  Kate  ? 

"She  is  true  then.  She  loves  me.  She  loves  me,"  he 
murmured, delightedly, all  his  ill-humour  vanishing  at 
the  thoughtthat  soon  shewould  be  clasped  in  his  arms. 

She  approached  near  enough  for  there  to  be  no 
longer  any  doubt  as  to  her  identity.  It  was  in- 
deed Kate.  She  stopped  at  a  short  distance  from 
him  and  gazed  earnestly  at  the  mounds  that  marked 
the  spots  where  the  dead  slept.  She  seemed  to  be 
overcome  by  the  impressive  associations  of  the 
place.  Then  suddenly  she  moved  forward,  and  he 
stretched  forth  his  arms  to  receive  her,  but  she 
stopped  short  and  said — 

"  And  so  thou  art  here,  Rob  Forbes  ?  " 

"  Ay.  For  thy  sweet  sake  I  would  have  come,  if 
thou  had'st  bade  me  come,  even  if  it  had  been  Hell 
itself.'' 

"  Thou  art  a  courageous  youth." 

He  returned  the  same  answer  he  had  made  once 
before  to  this  same  remark,  and  said,  I  am  a 
Forbes." 

II 
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"  Knowest  thou  where  we  are  ?  "  she  asked,  seiz- 
ing his  arm  with  emotional  energy. 

Ay,  we  are  in  the  gloomy  and  ghostly  glen  of 
Drumgoudrum." 

We  are  treading  on  the  very  spot  where  my 
father  and  my  three  brave  brothers  spilled  their 
hearts'  blood,"  she  said  passionately.  Then  putting 
her  hand  to  her  eyes  as  if  to  hide  the  tears  that  had 
gathered  there,  she  moaned — "  Even  poor  Angus, 
my  sweet  Angus,  even  he  fell  a  victim  to  the  thrice 
accursed  treacher.  Oh,  Muat,"  she  added  between 
her  clenched  teeth,  how  I  hate  and  detest  thee. 
The  slimy  adder  that  crawls  through  the  heather  is 
not  more  hateful,  more  loathsome  than  thou  art  in 
my  sight,and  here  over  the  mouldering  remains  of  my 
murdered  kin  I  utter  a  malediction  upon  thy  head." 

Her  fiery  energy,  her  passion,  and  her  flashing 
eyes  astonished  Robert  so  that  for  some  moments 
he  could  not  speak. 

''Oh,  heaven!"  she  continued  with  the  same 
passion,  "  would  that  I  were  a  man  that  I  might 
track  thee  night  and  day  until  I  was  near  enough 
to  tear  out  thy  treacherous  heart." 

"  Kate,  Kate,"  Rob  cried,  finding  tongue  at  last, 
"  do  not  excite  thyself  thus.  Thou  camest  here  to 
talk  love.  This  tryst  was  made  that  we  might 
breathe  our  vows.  Come  to  my  longing  arms. 
Lay  thy  dear  head  upon  my  breast,  and  I  will  rain 
hot  kisses  upon  thy  beautiful  face.  Let  our  hearts 
beat  in  response  to  each  other.  With  only  the  moon 
to  witness  let  us  pledge  undying  love.  Come  to 
me  for  I  love  thee  to  distraction,  and  shall  go  mad 
an  thou  wilt  not  give  me  hope." 
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He  tried  to  seize  her  in  his  outstretched  arms. 
But  untouched  apparently  by  his  passionate  appeal, 
she  drew  away  from  him,  and,  wrapping  her  plaid 
more  closely  around  her,  she  drew  herself  up,  and 
raising  her  hand  as  if  in  warning,  she  said  solemnly — 

"  No,  thou  must  not  clasp  me,  Rob  Forbes  ;  and 
hearken  to  me,  and  let  my  words  sink  deep  into  thy 
memory.  Here  in  this  gloomy  dell,  made  for  ever 
sacred  by  death  and  blood,  I  warn  thee  to  think  no 
more  of  me." 

"  Are  you  mad?"  he  gasped  in  breathless  agitation. 

"  No,  I  am  perfectly  sane.  But,  mistake  me  not, 
I  am  young,  and  have  a  woman's  feelings.  Thou 
art  a  bold  and  brave  youth,  and  I  should  be  less 
than  a  woman  an'  I  failed  to  admire  thee.  But  it 
must  go  no  further,  and  I  have  brought  thee  here  that 
I  might  the  more  solemnly  impress  this  upon  thee." 

"  Kate,  Kate,"  he  cried  with  keen  emotion,  do 
not  break  my  heart." 

"  Nay,  I  would  not  break  thy  heart.  But  here, 
beneath  the  light  of  the  moon,  and  with  my  dead 
loved  ones  under  my  feet,  I  tell  thee  that  thou  must 
henceforth  shun  me.  Dog  my  steps  no  more,  and, 
should  we  chance  to  meet,  we  must  pass  each  other 
by,  even  as  if  we  were  utter  strangers.  It  was  to 
tell  thee  this  that  I  made  the  tryst." 

Kate,  I  shall  go  mad,"  he  faltered,  his  agitation 
almost  depriving  him  of  breath. 

O,  thou  art  young,  and  other  pretty  faces  will 
soon  wean  thee  from  me." 

May  God  forget  me  an  I  ever  speak  love  to 
another  woman,"  he  exclaimed  with  a  p  ssionate 
outburst. 
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"  Say  not  so/'  she  answered,  "  for  thy  life  must 
not  be  blighted,  and  somewhere  or  other  there  is  a 
gentle  maiden  waiting  for  thy  passionate  caresses." 
Art  thou  mocking  me  ?  "  he  exclaimed  hoarsely. 

"No.  But  again  I  warn  thee  I  am  not  for  thee. 
I  have  sworn  a  vow  by  my  father  s  and  my  brothers' 
names,  and  Kate  Cameron  knows  how  to  keep  such 
a  vow,  that  I  will  wed  only  with  the  one  who 
avenges  my  father's  death,  and  satisfies  an  outraged 
mother's  feelings  for  her  three  brave  sons  who  were 
so  cruelly  slaughtered  in  this  dismal  spot.  With 
that  one  only  will  I  wed,  even  though  he  be  the" 
foul  fiend  himself" 

Kate,"  Rob  cried  with  passionate  ardour,  and 
trying  once  more  to  clasp  her,  but  she  still  kept  him 
at  arm's  length.  "  Kate  but  say  that  thou  lovest 
me.  Here,  by  the  grave  of  thy  slaughtered  kin,  and 
under  the  silvery  moon,  pledge  thyself  to  become 
mine,  and  I  will  avenge  thee  and  thy  house,  or  spill 
my  own  heart's  blood  to  the  mames  of  the  dead." 

She  broke  into  a  loud  laugh  that  echoed  amongst 
the  hills,  and  he  began  to  absolutely  think  that  she 
was  not  in  her  right  senses.  For  she  seemed  so 
passionate,  so  wild,  so  utterly  unlike  her  usual  self 

"  Rob  Forbes,  art  thou  mad  ? "  she  exclaimed, 
"  Surely  now  thou  speakest  with  the  madness  of  a 
thoughtless  boy,  for  art  thou  not  aware  that  some 
of  the  bravest  men  that  ever  drew  claymore  in  the 
Valley  of  Strathdon  and  some  of  the  stoutest  hearts 
from  Strathtay  to  Lochaber,  quail  at  the  name  o' 
Muat  o'  Aberfeldy.  An'  yet  thou  speakest  of  lifting 
the  feeble  arm  of  youth  against  him." 

Rob  seemed  hurt  by  the  almost  sneering  way  in 
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which  she  spoke,  and  the  half  contemptuous  manner 
in  which  she  referred  to  his  youth.  Drawing  him- 
self up  erect,  he  said  proudly : — 

"  Kate  Cameron,  I  quail  not  at  the  name  of  Muat." 

She  laughed  again  much  to  his  annoyance  and 
she  made  answer — 

"  I  know  that  thou  art  brave  or  thou  wouldst  not 
have  come  here.  But  thou  art  young  and  apt 
to  talk  with  the  heedlessness  and  lightness  of 
youth.'' 

"Rate  me  not  in  that  fashion,  Kate,  about  my 
youth,  as  if  it  were  a  crime  to  be  young,"  he  said 
irritably,  for  much  as  he  loved  her  it  was  impossible 
to  help  a  feeling  of  annoyance  at  the  way  she  treated 
him. 

"  I  do  not  rate  thee,  Rob,  but  youth  is  ever  apt 
to  be  boastful  and  when  thou  speakest  lightly  of  the 
traitor  Muat,  it  seemeth  to  me  that  it  is  a  pigmy 
sneering  at  a  giant." 

I  care  not  for  him,"  cried  Rob  warmly,  "  Nay, 
were  he  twenty  times  the  giant  he  is,  I  would  dare 
him  for  thy  sweet  sake." 

"  Rob,  I  believe  that  thou  lovest  me  but  I  am  not 
for  thee.  Go  back  to  thy  father's  halls  at  Drimminor, 
and  from  this  moment,  turn  thy  thoughts  to  some 
other  maiden.  You  and  I  cannot  come  together. 
My  troth  is  pledged  alone  to  a  bloody  hand  and  a 
heavy  arm,  that  shall  answer  with  an  unerring 
stroke  the  cry  for  vengeance  that  goes  for  ever 
upward  from  this  dark  glen,  where  my  kinsmen's 
blood  was  so  ruthlessly  poured  out.  Farewell,  we 
meet  no  more,  or  an'  we  do  meet  we  must  pass  by 
with  but  a  cold  glance  of  recognition." 
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She  folded  her  plaid  closely  around  her  for  the 
night  wind  blew  chill  through  the  dell,  and  waving 
him  an  adieu  she  turned  to  go. 

"  Hold,  Kate  Cameron ;  ere  we  part  I  have  yet 
something  to  say." 

She  paused  and  faced  him  once  more. 

"  Speak  then,"  she  said,  "  for  I  have  already  over- 
stayed my  time  and  shall  be  missed.  What  is  it  thou 
would'st  say  ?  " 

"  Scorn  me  as  thou  wilt,"  he  exclaimed  excitedly, 
"flout  me  from  my  suit,  an  it  so  pleases  thee; 
trample  on  my  heart  if  it  gives  thee  enjoyment  and 
reject  my  passionate,  earnest  love,  if  thou  art  dis- 
posed ;  but  by  this  dark  dirk  which  gleams  in  the 
light  of  the  moon,  I  swear  to  avenge  thy  wrongs." 

"Knowest  thou  the  task  thou  would'st  set  thy- 
self?" she  asked  with  great  eagerness. 

"  Ay,  I  have  calculated  it  all." 

"  And  dost  thou  really  think  thou  canst  succeed," 
this  was  said  with  something  of  the  old  scorn. 

"Ay,  that  will  I." 

"  Go  to,  silly  boy,  thou  art  pledging  thyself  to  the 
impossible." 

"  Nothing  is  impossible  to  a  determined  man,  and 
love  is  capable  of  giving  even  a  pigmy  strength  to 
cope  with  a  giant." 

I  believe  thou  art  sincere,"  she  answered,  with 
more  feeling  than  she  had  yet  displayed,  "and  I 
appreciate  thy  love,  but  it  cannot  be,  it  cannot  be." 

"  Kate,  I  will  win  thee,"  he  cried  passionately, 
**or  perish  in  the  attempt.  Behold,  I  take  the 
oath,"  he  kissed  his  dagger  as  he  spoke ;  "  and  I 
vow  by  Heaven  and  by  earth,  that  ere  another  two 
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months  have  passed  away,  I  will  have  spilled  Muat's 
treacherous  heart's  blood,  or  be  cold  and  dead 
myself,  slain  by  his  hand.  For  life  is  naught  to  me, 
an'  I  cannot  possess  thee." 

Kate  seemed  deeply  touched  and  she  answered 
kindly, 

"  You  arc  speaking  bravely,  Rob,  an'  yet  I  fear 
thou  wilt  fail." 

"  An  I  fail,  I  shall  at  least  have  done  my  best, 
and  I  shall  have  died  for  thy  sweet  sake.  Now 
pledge  me  this,  Kate  Cameron,  pledge  me  on  the 
cold  steel,  that  ere  two  more  moons  have  waned, 
thou  wilt  be  mine  if  thy  house  has  been  revenged  ; 
or  failing  that  I  shall  be  a  dim  ghost  in  the  halls  of 
the  Fingalians." 

She  could  resist  him  no  longer.  He  had 
triumphed  over  her  so  far,  and  she  answered  with 
great  earnestness — 

Bless  thee,  bless  thee,  Rob  Forbes,  for  thy  bold 
resolve.  Indeed,  I  will  pledge  thee,  not  only  on 
the  cold  steel,  but  I  will  seal  my  pledge  upon  thy 
lips,  for  whether  thou  art  mine  in  two  months, 
or  thy  life  has  been  sacrificed  to  my  father's 
name,  thou  hast  at  least  won  the  heart  of  Kate 
Cameron." 

His  head  swam  with  wild  delight  as  he  listened 
to  these  words,  and  seizing  her  in  his  arms,  he 
drew  the  plaid  from  her  beautiful  face,  and  pressing 
her  to  his  palpitating  heart  their  lips  met  for  the 
first  time,  and  they  sealed  their  pledge  with  the 
warm  kisses  of  passionate  love. 

She  had  long  struggled  against  her  feelings,  but 
now  that  the  spell  was  broken,  she  yielded  herself 
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entirely  to  his  embraces,  and  murmured  over  and 
over  again, 

"  Rob,  I  love  thee ;  Rob,  I  love  thee." 

It  was  indeed  a  blissful  moment  for  them 
both,  and  in  the  rapture  of  their  newborn  happi- 
ness they  were  utterly  oblivious  of  their  surround- 
ings. 

"  This  makes  amends  for  all  I  have  endured,"  he 
said,  "  Repeat  those  blissful  words  ;  tell  me  over  and 
over  again  that  thou  lovest  me,  for  no  sweeter  sound 
could  ever  fall  upon  mine  ears." 

"  I  love  thee,  I  love  thee,"  she  whispered 
again. 

He  had  won  a  victory  so  far  and  he  knew  it,  and 
was  proud  of  it,  but  even  in  that  hour  of  joy  he 
could  not  close  his  eyes  to  the  danger  of  the  task 
he  had  set  himself  He  must  slay  Muat  or  by 
Muat  be  slain,  and  Robert  was  perfectly  well 
aware  of  the  reputation  the  Laird  of  Abergeldy 
bore  not  only  for  prowess,  but  for  craftiness.  And 
it  was  a  common  saying  among  the  country  folk 
around,  that  the  devil  himself  could  not  circumvent 
Muat. 

Robert,  however,  resolved  not  to  meet  trouble 
half-way,  but  enjoy  his  happiness,  though  it  might 
be  of  but  short  duration. 

"Kate,"  he  murmured,  "surely  a  kind  fate  will 
aid  me  against  the  Muat,  but  an  I  should  fall  thoii 
wilt  at  least  confess  that  I  loved  thee  with  all  my 
heart  and  all  my  soul." 

As  if  the  very  thought  now  of  losing  him  was 
dreadful  to  contemplate,  she  shuddered  slightly, 
and  nestled  closer  to  him.    He  passed  his  arm 
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round  her  waist.  Her  head  rested  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  thus  they  left  the  weird  glen  of  the 
dead,  and  bent  their  steps  towards  Brux  Castle. 
And  when  a  little  later  he  parted  from  her  to 
return  to  his  home  he  was  a  changed  man,  and 
his  brain  was  busy  weaving  schemes  for  fulfilling 
his  pledge. 


CHAPTER  XIX 


THE  MIDNIGHT  ALARM 

It  is  not  altogether  an  easy  matter  to  analyse  the 
motive,  nor  to  fully  comprehend  the  feelings,  that 
prompted  Kate  Cameron  to  make  that  tryst  and 
keep  it  in  the  lonely  and  desolate  glen  of 
Drumgoudrum.  Possibly,  however,  it  does  not  fall 
far  short  of  the  fact  to  say,  that  she  entertained  a 
silent  regard  for  Rob  ;  and  knowing  his  persistency 
and  determination,  and  being  ever  doubtful  of  her 
own  strength  of  will  to  resist  him  as  time  went  on, 
she  determined  to  make  a  breach  between  them  for 
ever.  In  order  to  do  this  effectually,  she  resolved 
on  the  romantic  course,  of  appointing  a  meeting  in 
the  glen  where  her  father  and  brothers  had  been 
slain.  For  Rob  was  singularly  impressive,  and 
what  could  impress  him  more  effectually  than  for 
her  to  tell  him  in  that  blood-stained  place,  and 
over  the  grave  of  her  kin,  that  she  had  vowed  a  vow 
only  to  marry  the  man,  no  matter  who,  or  what  he 
might  be,  who  would  revenge  the  slaughter  of  her 
father  and  brothers  ?  It  goes  without  saying  that 
she  never  for  the  briefest  instant  deemed  it  within 
the  bounds  even  of  possibility,  that  Rob  would  offer 
himself  as  this  man.  Had  she  thought  that  she 
certainly  would  have  acted  differently.  Now,  as  it 
was,  she  wanted  to  shake  him  off,  and  give  him  to 
understand   in   a  dramatic  situation  and  amidst 
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solemn  and  sorrowful  surroundings,  that  henceforth 
he  must  pass  her  by,  for  she  was  not  for  the  likes 
of  him." 

In  making  this  calculation  she  had  altogether 
underrated  Rob.  She  thought  to  turn  him  from 
her.  Instead  of  that  he  had  subdued  her  :  he  had 
suddenly  developed  the  growing  feeling  of  love  that 
was  in  her  heart,  and  had  ended  by  making  her  a 
captive. 

As  she  returned  to  her  home  she  was  a  changed 
woman,  and  was  perfectly  conscious  of  the  change. 
She  no  longer  regarded  Rob  as  an  effeminate 
young  man,  who  was  only  capable  of  talking 
sentiment  and  writing  verses.  He  was  now  her 
hero,  her  knight,  who  was  sworn  to  do  battle  in  her 
cause. 

On  reaching  her  home,  she  learned  that  she  had 
been  missed,  and  that  the  Lady  of  Brux  had  been 
in  great  distress  through  her  absence,  and  had  been 
on  the  point  of  sending  an  expedition  in  search  of 
her.  For  it  was  so  unusual  for  her  to  be  away  at 
such  an  hour  as  that,  naturally,  much  uneasiness 
was  felt,  and  it  was  even  thought  that  she  might 
have  fallen  in  the  hands  of  the  Muats,  who,  ever 
since  the  Lady  of  Brux  had  hanged  some  of  the 
clan,  had  been  prowling  about  seeking  for  some 
means  of  retaliation. 

Kate  lost  no  time  in  going  to  her  mother's 
chamber,  but  was  received  with  angry  looks  and  a 
stern  demand  to  know  what  she  had  been  doing 
and  where  she  had  been  to. 

Kate,  who  was  in  high  spirits,  told  her  mother 
everything.     But   so  far  from  the  gentle  Lady 
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being  mollified,  she  was  still  further  incensed 
and  gave  expression  to  her  feelings  in  no  measured 
terms. 

I  didna  think  it  possible,  Kate,"  she  exclaimed 
warmly,  '^that  you  could  have  allowed  yourself 
to  be  so  blinded  by  the  glamour  o'  sentiment 
as  tae  pledge  yerself  to  such  a  puir  creature  as  Rob 
Forbes." 

But  he  has  sworn  to  avenge  our  house,"  answered 
Kate,  feeling  hurt  now  at  hearing  her  lover  spoken 
of  in  such  contemptuous  tone. 

Hoot,  ye  silly  wench,"  cried  her  mother  hotly, 
"  Sworn  to  avenge  oor  hoose  forsooth  !  what's  taken 
possession  of  ye  that  ye  can  talk  such  nonsense  ? 
Think  of  it  and  you'll  cry  yerself  down  for  a  fule. 
Could  anything  be  mair  absurd  than  to  suppose 
that  yon  wisp  of  a  lad  could  prevail  against  the 
terrible  Muat,  wha's  sae  lang  set  the  whole  kintra 
at  defiance.  Na,  na,  it's  no  the  likes  of  Rob  Forbes, 
wha's  tae  avenge  us,  and  you  hae  done  wrang  in 
gieing  him  any  encouragement." 

Ye  dinna  ken  him  as  I  do  mither,"  Kate 
ventured  to  remark  in  a  pleading  tone. 

"  I  ken  him  eneuch  to  know  that  he  has  nae  mair 
courage  than  a  poussie." 

"  Nay,  there  you  do  him  wrong." 

Moot,  awa'  "  replied  the  lady  displaying  great 
irritability,  "  He's  a  puir  nifify-naffy,  and  it  is  shame- 
ful that  you  should  think  of  him  with  any  other 
feeling  than  that  of  scorn." 

I  winna  stay  here,  mither,  to  hear  you  abuse 
him  in  that  fashion,"  exclaimed  Kate  firing  up,  and 
unable  to  longer  control  herself,    You  are  daeing 
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him  wrong,  and  under-rating  him  at-taegither.  He 
has  sworn  in  yon  goustie  place  to  revenge  us  and 
he'll  keep  his  word." 

The  Lady  of  Brux  looked  at  her  daughter,  in  a 
half-pitying,  half-contemptuous  way,  and  then  with 
an  indignant  toss  of  the  head,  she  said, 

"  It's  a  sair  day  for  me  when  I  should  hear 
daughters  of  mine  talkin  in  sichna  a  manner.  You 
hae  thrown  a  spell  o'er  him,  and  maybe  he'll  try  tae 
dae  your  wishes,  but  think  you  it's  possible  he  can 
prevail  against  the  Muat  ?  You  micht  as  well  think 
that  a  sparrow  could  overcome  the  eagle.  But 
there's  anither  thing  ye  hae  forgotten.  Lord  Forbes 
is  no  particularly  friendly  tae  us,  and  if  anything 
happens  to  his  son  through  you,  we'll  hae  the  clan 
Forbes  against  us.    What  are  we  tae  dae  then  ? " 

Kate  started,  for  this  placed  the  matter  before 
her  in  a  new  light,  and  as  an  argument  it  scarcely 
permitted  of  an  answer.  It  was  impossible  for  her 
to  close  her  eyes  to  the  conspicuous  disparity  in  the 
two  men,  Rob  Forbes  and  the  Laird  of  Abergeldy,^ 
and  although  she  firmly  believed  that  Rob  was 
sincere  in  his  pledge  and  would  beyond  all  doubt 
make  an  attempt  to  carry  out  his  vow,  yet  she 
could  not  be  indifferent  to  the  strong  probabilities 
there  were  that  he  would  fail.  If  he  perished,  it 
was  certain  that  ill-feeling  would  be  engendered  on 
the  part  of  Lord  Forbes  against  the  Camerons,  and 
a  conflict  might  arise  between  the  two  houses. 

Although  Kate  could  not  be  indifferent  to  this 
aspect  of  affairs,  yet,  nevertheless,  she  could  not 
bear  to  hear  her  lover  referred  to  in  slighting  or 
contemptuous  terms.    The  feeling  of  growing  love 
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for  him,  against  which  she  had  struggled  for  so  long, 
had  now  taken  too  strong  a  hold  upon  her  since 
she  had  confessed  her  love  and  received  his  em- 
braces. His  kisses  were,  so  to  speak,  still  warm  upon 
her  lips,  and  her  nerves  yet  tingled  with  ecstatic  thrill 
which  those  first  love  kisses  had  begot.  "  I  must  de- 
fend him,"  she  thought,  and  she  said  to  her  mother," 
"  You  speak  bitterly  of  Rob  Forbes,  but  you  have 
no  justification  for  it." 

How  long  is  it  since  ye  came  to  regard  him  with 
such  favour  ?  "  angrily  demanded  the  Lady. 

My  admiration  for  him  is  of  long  duration," 
answered  her  daughter  boldly. 

Hoo  lang  ?  "  asked  her  mother  with  irony. 

I  cannot  tell  exactly." 
"  And  yet  your  years  are  not  so  many  that  you 
can  forget  such  a  thing  as  that." 

I  have  admired  Rob  Forbes  for  many  years," 
answered  Kate,  young  as  I  am.  As  a  child  I 
admired  him,  and  I  believe  he  has  admired  me." 

And  well  he  might,"  said  the  Lady  unable  to 
conceal  her  pride,  "  for  though  you  be  a  daughter  o' 
mine,  I  warrant  me  that  an  he  searched  Scotland 
through  he'd  no  find  a  bonnier  lass.  But  I  told 
you  when  your  father  and  brothers  were  murdered 
by  the  red  butcher  Muat,  that  your  beauty  should 
be  the  means  of  bringing  us  an  avenger.  The  price 
o'  your  hand  is  vengeance  on  him  wha's  wrought  us 
all  the  wrong  and  sorrow  we  hae  suffered." 

And  I  believe  that  in  Rob  we  hae  found  the 
avenger." 

Haud  your  silly  tongue,"  exclaimed  the  good 
Lady  testily. 
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"  Why  have  you  such  a  poor  opinion  of  Rob  ?  Is 
he  not  a  Forbes?  and  the  Forbes  have  never  yet 
been  lacking  in  courage." 

"  I  grant  you  that,  but  Rob's  an  exception. 
Nature  intended  him  for  a  lassie  but  she  changed 
her  mind  when  it  was  too  late ;  and  tho'  she  tried 
then  tae  make  a  man  o'  him  she  failed." 

Kate  was  cut  to  the  quick  by  this  contemptuous 
sarcasm  on  the  part  of  her  mother,  and  she  ex- 
claimed with  energy, 

You  may  be  right,  but  many  a  ane  has  done 
great  things  for  the  love  of  a  woman,  and  Rob  is 
bold  and  persevering.  An  he  should  succeed  in 
fulfilling  his  pledge,  what  would  you  do  and  say.^^" 

I  would  do  this,  I  would  gie  ye  to  him  ungrudg- 
ingly ;  and  I  would  say  I  had  done  him  sair  wrong. 
But  Kate,  you  are  trusting  to  a  shadow  if  you  think 
he  can  dae  this  thing.  It's  no  possible,  I  tell  you 
it's  nae  possible." 

The  Lady  spoke  with  great  energy  and  emphasis, 
and  she  shewed  by  her  w^hole  manner  and  bearing 
that  she  viewed  Robert  in  the  light  of  unmitigated 
scorn. 

"  I  say  it  is  possible,"  returned  Kate. 

"  Dinna  answer  me  like  that,"  exclaimed  her 
'  mother  with  an  unusual  display  of  anger,  "  And, 
hark  tae  this,  Kate,  the  first  time  that  ye  see  Rob, 
and  you'll  make  a  point  o'  seeing  him,  you'll  tell 
him  that  he's  tae  think  no  more  of  you,  and  that 
you'll  no  sanction  his  attempting  tae  do  anything 
against  Muat.  Let  him  tak  himself  his  ain  ways 
and  leave  you  tae  gae  yours." 

It  was  on  Kate's  lips  to  tell  her  mother  that  she 
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should  do  no  such  thing,  but  she  prudently  checked 
herself,  for  the  Lady  of  Brux  was  excited  and  ex- 
ceedingly angry,  and  argument  under  such  circum- 
stances was  extremely  likely  to  produce  further 
discord.  She  therefore  brusquely  wished  her  mother 
good-night  and  went  sulkily  to  her  own  room,  where 
she  gave  herself  up  to  meditation,  which,  however^ 
was  far  from  a  peaceful  character.  She  was  in  fact 
exceedingly  troubled,  inasmuch  as  she  thought  now 
that  she  had  been  a  little  rash  in  committing  herself 
to  Rob  to  the  extent  she  had  done.  Not  that  she 
had  any  doubts  about  her  love  for  him  ;  but  she 
would  have  been  exceedingly  stupid  had  she  failed 
to  realise  that  he  was  about  to  embark  on  a  perilous 
enterprise,  and  that  in  all  probability  his  life  would 
be  sacrificed.  If  that  were  so.  and  it  became  known  ' 
that  he  had  espoused  her  cause,  and  it  could  hardly 
fail  to  become  known,  his  death  would  be  laid  at 
her  door. 

She  continued  for  some  time  to  turn  these  things 
over  in  her  mind,  and  a  dozen  times  at  least  she 
resolved  to  give  him  up,  and  as  many  times  she 
resolved  not  to  do  so.  At  last,  thoroughly  disheart- 
ened by  this  conflict  of  thought  and  feeling,  weary 
and  distressed,  she  went  to  her  bed  and  fell  asleep. 

How  long  she  slept  she  did  not  know,  but  she 
awoke  with  a  confusion  of  sounds  ringing  in  her 
ears,  and  though  it  was  the  dead  of  night,  she 
became  conscious  that  something  unusual  was  going 
on  in  the  Castle.  She  sprang  up  and  listened,  and 
then  realised  that  the  household  had  been  alarmed  / 
by  some  cause  or  other.  She  jumped  out  of  bed 
and  hurriedly  attired  herself,  and  going  into  the 
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corridor  she  saw  the  flashing  of  quivering  lights,  as 
people  moved  about  with  torches  in  their  hands, 
and  heard  the  voices  of  men  speaking  in  subdued 
tones,  while  the  clank  of  arms  indicated  that  some- 
thing was  wrong.  She  went  to  her  mother  s  room 
but  the  Lady  was  not  there.  From  this  fact  Kate 
surmised  that  either  a  raid  was  contemplated  or  an 
attack  had  to  repelled.  If  the  former,  why  had  the 
matter  been  kept  so  secret  from  her?  If  the  latter, 
who  was  the  attacker  and  what  was  the  object  ? 

She  went  hastily  downstairs  and  in  the  great  hall 
found  nearly  all  the  household  assembled,  and  it  was 
obvious  that  the  alarm  had  been  sudden  for  some  of 
the  men  were  hastily  adjusting  their  clothes,  while 
others  were  buckling  on  their  claymores  or  putting 
their  skeins  into  their  belts.  There  was  a  certain 
amount  of  excitement  among  the  men  but  it  was 
partly  subdued  ;  Kate  saw  her  mother  at  the  end  of 
the  hall.  The  Lady  herself  grasped  a  claymore  with 
strong  nervous  determination,  and  she  was  giving 
some  orders  to  her  followers.  Kate  was  about  to 
make  her  way  to  her  mother  to  obtain  some  informa- 
tion as  to  the  cause  of  alarm,  when  a  well-known 
voice  pronounced  her  name  close  to  her  ear,  and 
turning  round  she  was  amazed  to  behold  Rob 
Forbes.  He  took  her  hand  and  pressed  it  and  said 
softly,  with  a  smile, 

You  did  not  expect  to  see  me  here  ?  " 

She  could  not  answer  at  once  so  utterly  surprised 
was  she,  and  her  surprise  was  natural,  for  remember- 
ing the  somewhat  stormy  interview  she  had  had  a 
few  hours  previously  with  her  mother  about  Rob, 

and  how  the  good  lady  had  expressed  herself  in 
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terms  of  reproach  and  contempt  when  speaking  of 
young  Forbes,  his  presence  now  was  a  mystery. 
When  she  had  somewhat  recovered,  she  exclaimed. 

"  Expect  to  see  you  here  ?  No  indeed.  I  should 
have  as  soon  thought  of  seeing  Muat  himself  stand- 
in  my  mother's  hall." 

That  contingency  was  not  so  remote  an  hour  or 
two  ago  as  you  might  possibly  imagine,"  Rob 
answered,  with  significant  emphasis. 

What  do  you  mean  ?  "  she  asked  quickly,  and 
displaying  unusual  excitement. 

"  Fate  has  been  kind  to  me,"  he  said,  not  answer- 
ing her  question  directly.  At  this  moment  the 
great  door  was  gently  opened,  and  headed  by  the 
Lady  of  Brux,  the  men  went  quietly  out  in  single 
file. 

"  What  does  this  mean  "  Kate  demanded  of  Rob, 
Tell  me  at  once  and  allay  my  anxiety." 
"  An  attack  upon  the  Castle  has  been  planned," 
he  answered. 

"  An  attack  on  the  Castle  ?  " 
^^Yes." 
By  whom  ?  " 
The  Muats." 
"  The  Muats  !  "  she  echoed.    "  Am  I  dreaming  or 
are  you  speaking  fact  ?     The  Muats  would  never 
have  the  impudence  or  daring  to  attack  us  after  what 
has  passed." 

"  Indeed  they  have  both,"  said  Rob.  "  They  come 
to  avenge  their  kindred  whom  your  mother  hanged, 
and  whose  bodies  were  buried  near  Badenyon  with 
the  inscripton — *  Here  lie  the  bodies  of  three  dogs, 
and  their  name  was  Muat.'" 
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Kate  smiled  with  a  sense  of  inward  satisfaction 
as  she  observed, 

That  gave  offence  I  suppose  " 
Indeed,  it  did,  it  has  been  taken  as  a  deadly 
insult  that  only  blood  can  wipe  out." 

But  how  know  you  all  this  ? "  asked  Kate, 
manifesting  excitement  and  eagerness. 

"  As  I  told  you.  Fate  favoured  me.  On  leaving 
you  after  the  blissful  meeting  in  the  Glen,  I  was 
wandering  homewards  dreaming  sweet  dreams  of 
thee,  when  suddenly  I  was  arrested  by  the  sounds 
of  voices  of  men  who  were  coming  towards  me. 
Thinking  that  they  might  be  marauders  I  hid 
myself  behind  some  trees  and  in  a  few  minutes 
six  men  came  up.  I  could  make  out  that  they 
were  armed,  and  I  soon  gathered  from  fragments 
of  their  conversation  that  they  were  Muats,  and 
they  were  on  their  way  to  a  rendezvous  to  join 
some  of  the  clan,  their  object  being  to  try  and  fire 
the  Castle  of  Brux  in  revenge  for  the  hanging  of 
their  clansmen  and  describing  them  as  dogs.  This 
much  I  gathered,  for  the  men  who  were  proceeding 
leisurely,  were  discussing  the  subject  amongst  them- 
selves. As  soon  as  they  had  passed  I  set  of  by  a 
near  cut  and  at  my  best  speed,  in  order  to  reach 
Brux  first  and  put  the  household  on  their  guard." 

Kate  turned  to  him  with  an  admiring  look  and 
then  offering  him  her  hand,  she  said. 

Thou  art  a  brave  and  noble  youth  and  surely 
my  mother  now  will  speak  and  think  well  of  thee." 

He  raised  her  hand  to  his  lips  and  then  as  the 
hall  was  deserted,  and  only  one  flickering  torch 
fixed  in  a  sconce  on  the  wall  threw  a  feeble  and 
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uncertain  light  over  the  scene,  he  suddenly  seized 
her  in  his  arms  before  she  could  offer  any  resist- 
ance, and  kissed  her  passionately. 

I  must  go  now,"  he  said,  "  for  an  Muat  be 
amongst  his  midnight  raiders  I  am  pledged  to  settle 
an  account  with  him." 

She  trembled  a  little,  and  then  kissing  him  in 
return  she  said  in  faltering  tones,  *'Go,  and  may 
Heaven  put  strength  in  thy  arm,  and  direct  thy 
blows.    Strike  hard  for  Kate  Cameron's  sake." 


CHAPTER  XX 

love's  sweet  dream 

Robert  hurried  out  into  the  darkness,  and  Kate 
stood  for  some  moments  feeling  almost  bewildered, 
and  wondering  what  was  coming  next.  Hardly 
anything  could  have  given  her  more  surprise  than 
Robert's  appearance  in  her  mother's  house.  At  the 
same  time  she  experienced  a  sense  of  pleasure, 
because  she  took  it  as  a  happy  omen,  and  since  he 
had  been  able  to  put  the  garrison  of  the  Castle  on 
their  guard,  her  mother  could  hardly  fail  now  to  be 
more  favourably  inclined  towards  him.  And  then 
there  was  another  thought  that  caused  her  heart  to 
palpitate.  Supposing  Muat  was  at  the  head  of  his 
raiders,  and  that  Rob  should  succeed  in  laying  him 
low?  What  joy,  what  happiness  for  her,  for  she 
would  then  be  wife  to  Rob.  But  on  the  other  hand 
if  Rob  failed  and  he  himself  was  sacrificed  ?  Alas, 
that  probability,  for  probable  it  was,  made  her  shiver, 
and  thus  she  alternated  between  hope  and  fear. 

All  was  silent  now.  There  was  not  a  sound  save 
the  wind  that  whistled  through  the  doorway,  for  the 
great  door  was  half  opened.  The  torch  flared  and 
spluttered,  and  wrought  ghostly  shadows  on  the 
floor  that  chased  each  other  amongst  the  angles  and 
recesses,  and  sprang  into  being  one  instant  to  dis- 
appear the  next  as  the  flame  was  swayed  by  the 
draught. 
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This  silence  was  impressive,  because  it  struck 
Kate  as  being  the  silence  which  generally  precedes 
the  storm,  and  in  a  few  moment  she  expected  to 
hear  the  cries  of  excited  men,  the  clash  of  arms,  and 
the  confusing  din  of  strife  as  attackers  and  defenders 
came  in  collision. 

Kate  went  to  the  door  and  peered  out.  Not  a 
living  thing  was  in  sight.  The  wind  was  cold  and 
keen.  The  moon  was  low  in  the  heavens,  and  was 
partially  clouded  over  by  ragged,  vapoury  clouds. 
It  was  not  easy  at  first  to  discern  anything  until  the 
eyes  had  become  accustomed  to  the  gloom.  Then 
Kate  noticed  that  the  great  gate  which  gave  entrance 
to  the  court-yard  was  opened.  This  surprised  her, 
because  it  was  part  of  the  plan  of  the  defences  of 
the  Castle,  for  when  the  gate  was  closed  it  would 
have  to  be  battered  in  before  admission  could 
be  gained  to  the  court-yard ;  and  this  would  not 
have  been  an  easy  matter,  for  the  gate  was  of 
massive  iron  crossed  and  recrossed  with  stout  iron 
bars.  She  went  to  the  gateway,  and  then  found 
that  on  the  outer  side  of  the  wall  a  number  of  the 
clan  were  lying  down  with  their  swords  beside  them. 

One  of  the  men  raised  himself  on  his  elbow  to 
see  who  the  newcomer  was,  and,  recognising  Kate, 
he  said — 

"  Wist,  lassie ;  had  ye  no  better  gang  tae  your 
bed?  The  morning  air  is  chill,  and  the  dew  is 
fa^in/' 

"  How  can  I  go  to  my  bed  when  there  is  work  on 
hand  ?  Where's  my  mither  and  the  rest  o'  the 
people  ?  " 

WeVe  laid  a  trap  for  the  deils  when  they  come," 
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answered  the  man.  "  We  are  a  strong  body  here, 
and  the  rest  hae  spread  themselves  cot,  so  if  the 
Muats  come  they'll  be  surrounded,  and  we'll  cut 
them  doon  to  a  man,  and  the  Lord  send  that  Muat 
himself  may  be  amang  them." 

"  Amen  to  that/'  said  Kate,  "  and  the  Lord  grant 
also  that  if  Muat  be  among  them  he  may  be  cut 
down." 

"  Amen  to  THA  7","  responded  the  man.  "  Ye 
may  depend  upon  it  lassie,  if  the  auld  fox  gets  intil 
the  trap  he'll  no  find  it  easy  to  get  oot." 

"  Where  is  my  mither  ?  "  asked  Kate  again. 

"  She  went  awa  doon  the  avenue  with  a  goodly 
number  of  oor  men.  They  are  tae  post  themsel's 
in  yon  bit  wood  and  lie  in  wait.  We  wanted  yer 
mither  tae  remain  in  the  Castle,  but  she's  full  o' 
fire  and  so  anxious  to  catch  the  Laird  that  naething 
would  restrain  her." 

"  And  have  you  seen  Rob  Forbes  ?  " 
Ay,  it  was  he  wha  brought  word  o'  the  coming 
o'  the  Muats." 

"  But  where  is  he  ?  " 

"  He  went  with  some  others  tae  the  brow  o'  the 
hill  there  which  looks  down  on  tae  the  road." 

Kate  stood  irresolute  for  some  moments  on  hear- 
ing this.  She  felt  that  she  could  not  return  to  the 
Castle  and  wait  there  in  dread  suspense.  She  was 
a  Highlander's  daughter,  and  could  not  be  content 
to  hide  behind  walls  when  danger  threatened  her 
kin. 

"  Lend  me  a  plaid,  one  of  you,"  she  said  at  last, 
"  I  find  this  night  wind  chill." 

Half-a-dozen  plaids  were  at  once  offered  to  her, 


192  Kate  Cameron  of  Britx 


and,  taking  one  she  wrapped  it  about  her  shoulders, 

and  then  in  spite  of  all  remonstrances  of  the  men, 

she  proceeded  down  the  avenue.    At  first  she  bent 

her  steps  toward  the  wood  ;  then,  suddenly  changing 

her  mind,  she  went  towards  the  rising  ground  which 

commanded  the  pathway  leading  up  to  the  Castle. 

This  hillock  was  crowned  with  a  clump  of  trees,  and 

amongst  them  two  dozen  Camerons,  together  with 

Rob  Forbes,  had  concealed  themselves,  waiting  for 

the  coming  of  the  enemy,"  who,  should  he  venture 

on  his  daring  plan  of  attacking  the  Castle,  would  be 

met  in  front  by  a  formidable  body  of  fighting  men, 

v/hile  two  more  bodies  would  close  up  in  his  rear 

and  thus  surround  him.     In  fact,  if  the  Muats  did  { 

come,  they  would  fall  into  as  effectual  a  trap  as 

could  have  been  devised,  and  unless  they  were  very 

strong  in  numbers  indeed  they  would  run  the  risk 

of  being  annihilated. 

In  planning  a  night  attack  on  the  Castle,  the 
Muats  no  doubt  relied  upon  the  fact  that  one  end 
of  the  building  was  unprotected  by  any  defensive 
works,  and  could  be  easily  approached.  If  this  was 
done  stealthily  and  ladders  were  carried,  a  small 
tower  could  be  gained,  and  by  this  means  the  Castle 
might  be  fired.  And,  taking  advantage  of  the 
excitement  that  would  thus  be  produced,  a  deter- 
mined body  of  men  might  gain  entrance,  as  the 
garrison  would  be  thrown  into  confusion  by  surprise. 
At  any  rate  some  such  idea  as  this  must  have 
actuated  the  Muats,  otherwise,  unless  they  poured 
down  in  overwhelming  strength,  and  with  all  i 
appliances,  it  is  difficult  to  see  what  they  hoped  to 
gain  by  their  night  attack. 
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Kate  made  her  way  to  the  hillock,  and  as  she 
gained  it  she  was  soon  recognised,  but  it  was  impos- 
sible for  her  to  distinguish  who  the  men  were  who 
surrounded  her,  owing  to  the  darkness.  They 
expressed  much  astonishment  at  her  coming 
amongst  them  at  such  an  hour,  and  urged  her  to 
return  to  the  Castle.  But,  unheeding  their  advice, 
she  asked  if  Rob  Forbes  was  there. 

"  Ay,  I  am  here,"  said  Rob,  speaking  for  himself, 
and  coming  forward  he  took  her  hand  and  whispered 
in  her  ear  :  "  Come  let  me  lead  thee  from  this  place.'' 
Whither  would'st  thou  lead  me,  Rob  ? "  she 
asked. 

"  Back  to  the  Castle,"  he  answered.  "  The  night 
wind  is  chill,  and  it  is  not  a  fitting  hour  for  thee  to 
be  abroad.  Come."  He  drew  her  gently  away, 
and  she,  like  one  who  was  under  a  spell,  yielded  to 
his  influence.  When  they  had  got  out  of  earshot 
of  the  other  men  Rob  said,  *' Twine  thine  arm  in 
mine,  and  lean  thy  fair  head  upon  my  shoulder." 

Still  under  his  influence,  she  did  as  he  desired, 
and  sighing,  murmured  : 

Rob,  thou  hast  made  me  love  thee.  Wherefore 
hast  thou  bound  me  captive  so,  and  taken  my  heart 
in  thrall  ?  " 

Bending  down,  he  kissed  her  tenderly,  and 
answered  : 

"  I  would  be  lord  of  thy  heart,  and  fetter  it  so 
that  it  can  never  more  depart  from  me.  Say  again 
and  again  and  yet  again  that  thou  lovest  me.  Let 
it  be  the  burden  of  thy  speech  whenever  thou  art 
with  me,  for  it  is  the  sweetest  music  mine  ears  have 
ever  heard." 
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"  I  love  thee,  I  love  thee/'  she  sighed. 

"  Go  on,  go  on,"  he  cried  in  an  ecstacy  of  delight, 
"  for  those  words  are  life  and  happiness  to  me.  For 
years,  I  have  lived  in  shadows,  but  now  thou  hast 
lifted  me  into  the  light  of  thine  own  sweet  counten- 
ance. Thou  art  a  fair  star  and  I  am  blinded  by 
thy  rays,  and  turning  from  thee  I  can  see  naught 
else  for  thy  brilliancy  dazzles  me.  Thou  hast  come 
as  a  rose  in  the  garden  of  my  life  where  naught  but 
weeds  hav^e  hitherto  grown." 

"Thou  art  extravagant  in  thy  speech,  Robert,'' 
she  said. 

"  Nay,  my  speech  is  all  too  poor  to  do  justice  to 
the  burning  thoughts  and  deep  feelings  which  move 
me  when  in  thy  presence,  and  when  listening  to 
those  words  that  tell  me  I  have  won  thee." 

They  were  in  the  shadow  of  some  trees  where 
other  eyes  could  not  ibehold  them ;  and  stopping 
suddenly  she  flung  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and 
peering  into  his  face  although  she  could  hardly  see 
it,  she  said  with  intense  eagerness  and  some  agitation 
in  her  tone : 

"  Rob,  wilt  thou  always  love  me  as  you  profess 
to  do  now  ?  " 

"Profess,"  he  said  in  surprise,  "nay,  it  is  something 
more  than  professing.  I  pour  out  my  soul  to  thee, 
I  give  thee  my  heart.  I  live  for  thee  alone.  And 
my  love  will  last  as  long  as  my  life  ;  ay,  and  live 
even  beyond  the  grave." 

"  Men  were  deceivers  ever,"  she  murmured,  rather 
to  herself  than  as  if  speaking  to  him. 

"It  is  a  libel  on  my  sex,"  he  answered  a  little 
warmly.    "  Men  can  love  with  as  great  intensity 
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and  as  much  stability  as  women.  But  I  am  not 
here  to  defend  men  generally  against  thy  charge  ; 
but  to  sustain  my  own  position  that  I  have  gained 
in  thy  heart.  Thou  hast  already  set  me  a  task  to 
which  I  am  pledged ;  but  an  thou  wouldst  have 
further  proof  of  my  devotion,  test  me  in  any  way 
thou  wilt,  and  thou  shalt  find  that  my  loyalty  and 
faithfulness  to  thee  can  never  change.  My  love  for 
thee  is  steadfast  as  the  pole  star;  as  true  as  tempered 
steel ;  as  boundless  as  the  ocean." 

She  sighed  deeply,  and  letting  her  head  fall  upon 
his  breast,  she  murmured  : 

"  Ah,  Rob,  I  am  sure  thou  lovest  me." 

"  Ay,  sweet,  thou  may  well  be  sure,  for  I  hold  all 
else  in  the  world  but  at  a  feather  s  value  as  com- 
pared with  thee.  But  come,  let  me  take  thee  to 
the  Castle,  for  soon  there  may  be  work  to  do. 
Already  the  night  is  nearly  spent,  and  methinks  I 
see  in  the  east  yonder  the  first  faint  glimmer  of 
dawn.  Thou  hast  roses  in  thy  cheeks  and  they 
must  not  be  allowed  to  fade.  So  get  thee  to  thy 
couch  and  dream  of  me." 

Falling  entirely  under  the  spell  of  his  musical 
voice  and  the  charm  of  his  manner,  she  allowed 
herself  to  be  led  in.  They  passed  the  clansmen  on 
the  alert  near  the  gate,  who  asked  if  they  had  seen 
anything  of  the  Muats.  They  answered  in  the 
negative  and  went  into  the  hall,  where  the  torch 
still  burned,  though  less  brightly,  and  a  dim,  strange 
light  prevaded  the  place. 

Kate  seemed  very  loth  to  let  her  lover  go.  Once 
more  she  threw  her  arms  round  his  neck  and  clung 
to  him,  and  he,  clasping  her  light  form,  pressed  her 


196  Kate  Cameron  of  Bricx 


to  his  breast.  The  magic  spell  of  love  was  around 
them  both  at  this  moment,  and  all  things  else  were 
for  a  time  forgotten.  Their  lips  met  in  rapturous 
kisses  ;  their  hearts  beat  responsive  to  each  other. 
He  had  gained  that  for  which  he  had  sighed  for 
many  a  weary  month,  and  she  was  experiencing 
the  ineffable  bliss  of  new-born  love  ;  the  first  real 
love  she  had  ever  entertained  for  any  man. 

Presently  they  were  startled  from  their  dream  by 
the  Cameronian  warning  signal  of  approaching 
danger,  a  low,  prolonged  whistle,  followed  by  a  cry 
like  that  of  a  bird  in  distress. 

Kate  released  herself  and  exclaimed — 
That  is  the  alarm,  and  warns  us  that  danger  is 
near.''  Once  again  she  threw  her  arms  round  Rob's 
neck  and  said,  "  Ah,  Rob,  my  beloved,  how  can  I 
part  from  thee — how  let  thee  go  from  my  sight 
when  danger  and  death  may  menace  thee  ?  " 

"  Fate  has  been  kind  to  me,  and  will  serve  me 
still,"  he  answered,  to  reassure  her.  "  Go  now  to 
thy  chamber  ;  promise  me  that  thou  wilt.  And  re- 
member that  I  have  yet  to  win  thee." 

"  True,  true,"  she  said  sorrowfully,  but,  Rob, 
though  I  hate  the  Laird  of  Abergeldy  as  I  hate  the 
fiend,  and  though  he  has  done  a  foul  wrong  to  my 
house  and  my  kindred,  yet  methinks  I  could  let 
him  live  rather  than  a  hair  of  thy  dear  head  should 
be  placed  in  jeopardy." 

Rob  smiled'as  he  answered — 

''Fear  not,  sweet  one.  Love  is  potent  to  conquer 
evil  and  beat  down  obstacles.  Love  can  slay  dragons 
and  gain  access  to  guarded  Castles,  and  can  even 
subdue  the  Fiend  himself    Therefore  distress  not 
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thyself,  I  will  avenge  the  wrongs  of  thy  house.  I 
will  win  thee,  so  that  thy  mother  cannot  say  me 
nay.'^ 

"  Go,"  she  said,  kissing  him  fervently.  "  Thou 
art  brave  as  a  lion,  and  of  noble  chivalry.  Go,  and 
sweet  heaven  prosper  thy  cause." 

They  kissed  and  embraced  each  other  again  and 
again,  and  it  was  with  difficulty  Rob  tore  himself 
away.  Kate  listened  until  his  retreating  footsteps 
could  be  heard  no  more,  and  then,  with  a  deep  sigh, 
she  said  to  herself : 

"  An  I  had  been  told  a  week  ago  that  I  should 
love  this  man  as  I  love  him  now,  I  would  have 
laughed  to  scorn  the  teller." 

She  went  up  to  her  chamber,  and  intended  to 
summon  one  of  the  waiting  women  to  keep  her 
company,  but  she  checked  herself  and  muttered  : 

"  No,  I  would  be  alone  and  dream  over  all  the 
sweet  things  my  lover  has  said  to  me." 

She  threw  herself  on  the  bed,  but  she  was  restless 
and  excited.  Love  had  taken  a  firm  hold  upon  her, 
and  now  Rob  filled  her  thoughts  to  the  exclusion 
of  everything  else.  Her  anxiety  about  him  was  so 
great  that  she  worked  herself  into  a  feverish 
condition,  and  was  tortured  with  a  fear  that  some 
harm  might  befall  him.  This  seemed  on  the  face 
of  it  singularly  inconsistent,  when  it  was  remembered 
that  but  a  few  days  ago  she  was  indifferent  to  him, 
and  could  have  heard  of  his  death  unmoved.  But 
she  had  not  then  felt  the  pressure  of  his  lips  on  hers, 
and  known  what  it  was  to  be  folded  in  a  man's 
strong  arms,  with  heart  beating  to  heart  with  rhyth- 
mical response,  the  burden  of  which  was  LOVE. 
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She  had  undergone  a  complete  change.  Her 
feeHngs  had  been  called  into  activity  very  suddenly, 
but  they  were  none  the  less  sincere,  and  now  all 
her  hopes  in  life  seemed  to  be  centered  in  Rob. 

"  If  any  evil  befalls  him,"  she  thought,  *'then  indeed 
I  shall  die  too,  for  how  could  I  live  without  him  ?  " 

She  continued  to  pace  up  and  down  her  room  for 
some  time  suffering  the  torture  of  suspense,  and 
wondering  how  long  it  would  be,  before  she  got 
news  of  her  lover.  The  hours  seemed  very  leaden- 
footed  now.  Every  sound  startled  her,  for  her 
nerves  were  strained  with  expectancy.  At  last  the 
situation  became  unendurable,  and  she  resolved  to 
try  and  learn  something  for  herself  She  peeped 
through  her  window  and  saw  that  the  dawn  was 
breaking,  so  she  smoothed  her  hair,  wrapped  her- 
self in  a  plaid,  and  descended  to  the  courtyard. 
There  she  encountered  old  Ronald,  one  of  her 
mother's  most  trusted  followers. 

"  What  news,  Ronald  ?    she  asked  anxiously. 

"  Oh,  gude  news,  lassie ;  gude  news,"  answered 
the  old  man  with  a  chuckle. 
Well,  what  is  it,  what  is  it  ?  " 
Oor  clansmen  have  been  slashing  some  of  the 
skins  of  some  o'  they  vauntie  Muats,  and  twa  at 
least  are  stiff  and  stark  yon'er  in  the  vale." 

"  That  is  good,"  exclaimed  Kate,  but  where  is 
my  mother -and  oor  men  ?  " 

They  are  awa'  searching  for  mair  o'  the  deils, 
but  I  hae  mair  than  that  tae  tell  ye.  We've  ta'en 
prisoner  Muat's  cousin,  Jamie  Muat  o'  Abergeldy. 
He's  lang  been  a  thorn  in  oor  sides,  and  many  a 
time  I've  heard  your  faither  say  he'd  give  twenty 
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wauds  o'  new  claiths  if  he  could  only  get  Jamie  in 
his  grip,  and  he  swoor  if  he  did  he'd  just  string  him. 
For  Jamie  haes  muckle  bluid  o'  the  Camerons  on  his 
hands,  and  mony's  the  beastie  o'  oors  that's  been 
lifted  by  this  reiving  deil." 

"  An'  you  have  him  safe  now  ?  " 

"  Ay,  by  my  faith  we  hae,  and  if  he  gets  awa' 
he  must  be  the  deil  himself." 

"  And  is  my  mother  safe  ?  " 

"  Ay,  she's  safe  eneuch.  She  ought  tae  hae  been 
a  man,"  Ronald  added  facetiously,  she  has  a'  the 
spunk  o'  a  man,  and  the  Muats  mak  her  wud  as  a  red 
plaid  mak's  oor  Hielan  beasties  wud."^  She  winna 
listen  to  any  counsel  when  there  are  Muats  aboot." 

"  And  have  you  any  news  Ronald,  of  Rob 
Forbes  ?  " 

"  No.  He  went  awa'  alone  and  he  hasna  been 
seen  since  as  far  as  I  ken." 

Kate  felt  uneasy  at  this  information,  and  be- 
came so  restless  that  she  could  hardly  control  her- 
self. Garrulous  Ronald  would  have  gone  on  talk- 
ing, but  she  put  a  stop  to  him  by  saying, 

"  I'll  awa'  and  seek  my  mither." 

"You  had  better  not  venture  abroad,  lassie,  at 
present,"  said  Roland,  its  a  dreer  morn,  and  ye 
are  looking  as  though  ye  hadna  been  muckle  intae 
your  bed  on  the  neet  past." 

"  Oh  I'm  all  right,  Ronald,"  she  returned  ;  "  and 
the  Muats  will  no  molest  me." 

She  did  not  wait  to  hear  the  further  objections 
Ronald  was  prepared  to  urge  against  her  going, 
but  she  passed   out  at  the  great  gateway,  and 

*Wud  =  Mad. 
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descended  the  little  winding  path  that  led  down 
into  the  valley. 

It  was  a  chill  and  dreary  morning,  and  the  mist 
hung  low  on  the  hills,  while  the  moaning  of  the 
river  was  intensified  by  the  dampness^of  the  air. 

Kate  felt  very  far  from  cheerful  just  then.  For 
one  thing,  she  was  jaded  and  fagged  for  the  want 
of  rest ;  and  she  was  anxious  about  Rob. 

Without  any  definite  aim  she  wandered  on,  keep- 
ing near  the  river  bank.  There  was  sufficient  day- 
light to  bring  near  objects  out  into  ghostly  relief 
The  sodden  trees  looked  sear  and  sad,  and  the 
ground  was  like  a  swamp.  Nevertheless  Kate  went 
on,  in  a  half  dream  kind  of  state,  and  with  some 
vague,  half  formed  notion  that  she  would  meet 
Rob,  and  enjoy  his  passionate  caresses  once  more. 

She  wandered  on  in  this  way  for  more  than  half- 
an-hour,  when  suddenly  voices  in  low  conversation 
broke  upon  her  ear.  The  daylight  had  increased 
but  the  mists  were  so  thick  that  she  could  not 
distinguish  anything  save  the  trees  and  bushes  that 
were  quite  near,  and  they  even  looked  like  phantoms 
in  the  white  haze.  Thinking  that  the  voices  were 
those  of  some  of  her  own  people  she  pushed  on, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  came  upon  a  group  of  men 
who  were  refreshing  themselves  with  some  meal 
cakes,  and  water  from  the  river.  Her  surprise  may 
be  imagined  when  she  recognised  that  these  men 
were  not  Camerons  but  Muats. 


CHAPTER  XXI 

THE  MYSTERIOUS  DISAPPEARANCE 

The  day  had  fully  broken  as,  flushed  with  triumph, 
though  tired  and  weary,  the  Lady  of  Brux  returned 
to  the  Castle  surrounded  Sy  her  gallant  clansmen. 
Her  erect  and  masculine  figure,  her  measured 
stride  and  her  stern,  determined  air,  seemed  to 
indicate  that  she  was  intended  by  nature  to  be  a 
leader  of  men.  At  any  rate  in  this  little  incident — 
the  first  of  its  kind  that  had  occurred  since  her 
husband's  death — she  had  acquitted  herself  in  such 
a  manner  that  her  followers  had  waxed  enthusiastic. 
She  had  directed  the  movements  of  her  men  and 
urged  them  on  with  such  fire  and  energy  that  they 
had  completely  routed  the  Muats,  who  in  their 
midnight  raid  had  not  counted  on  any  opposition. 
They  had  set  off  with  the  idea  that  they  could 
inflict  some  damage  on  their  enemy  without 
suffering  any  loss  themselves.  But  thanks  to  the 
timely  warning  conveyed  by  young  Forbes,  they 
had  walked  directly  into  a  trap,  and  only  succeeded 
in  extricating  themselves  with  great  difficulty,  and 
not  until  they  had  left  two  of  their  number  dead  on 
the  field  and  one  a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  the 
victors. 

No  wonder  that  under  these  circumstances  the 
fighting  widow  felt  elated,  for  so  ingrained  was  her 
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hatred  for  the  Muats,  and  so  strong  and  unyielding 
her  spirit  of  revenge,  that  any  triumph  over  her 
detested  neighbours  begat  in  her  a  joy  that  could 
not  be  expressed  by  words.  But  now  she  had 
double  cause  for  joy,  for  her  captive,  Jamie  Muat  o' 
Abergeldy,  was  of  all  men,  next  to  the  Laird 
himself,  the  one  she  would  most  desired  to  have 
secured. 

Jamie  was  a  young  man,  some  four  or  five  and 
twenty  years  of  age,  and  was  first  cousin  to  the 
Laird  himself  Jamie  bore  the  reputation  of  being 
one  of  the  wildest  and  most  daring  youths  in  the 
whole  of  Aberdeenshire.  He  was  constantly 
engaged  in  some  daring  enterprise,  and  was 
unscrupulous  as  he  was  brave.  He  had  no  respect 
for  other  men's  property,  and  seemed  to  take  a 
fierce  delight  in  carrying  off  his  neighbour's  cattle 
and  horses. 

The  result  was  he  was  constantly  in  trouble,  and 
almost  every  man's  hand,  outside  of  his  own  clan, 
was  against  him.  But  he  had  had  so  many  hair- 
breadth escapes  that  many  of  the  simple  country 
people  had  come  to  regard  him  with  a  certain 
superstitious  awe,  and  to  believe  that  he  bore  a 
charmed  life.  Although  as  ignorant  as  he  could 
possibly  be,  Jamie  was  wonderfully  shrewd  and 
long-headed,  and  he  took  advantage  of  the  feeling 
of  awe  he  had  inspired  the  people  with,  and  traded 
upon  it.  And  so  reckless  and  daring  had  he 
become,  that  many  of  the  poor  country  folk 
shut  themselves  up  in  their  houses  if  they 
got  an  inkling  that  Jamie  was  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. 
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It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  Lady  of  Brux  did 
not  share  the  common  feeling  with  reference  to 
Jamie.  She  was  in  the  habit  of  speaking  of  him  as 
"  A  Heilan'  robber,"  and  she  held  that  it  was  the 
solemn  duty  of  "  every  honest  man  to  try  and  cut 
him  doon/' 

When  on  this  eventful  night  she  went  forth  with 
her  followers  she  fully  expected  that  Muat  himself 
would  be  amongst  the  raiders,  but  instead  of  that 
Jamie  had  placed  himself  at  the  head  of  about  a 
dozen  men  for  the  sake  of  a  night's  diversion, 
and  not  dreaming  for  a  moment  of  any  opposition, 
they  were  sanguine  of  being  able  to  inflict  some 
loss  and  damage  on  the  Castle,  and  might  even 
succeed  in  securing  a  few  of  the  Lady's  fat  cattle. 
Possibly  all  would  have  gone  as  they  desired  had 
it  not  been  for  the  accident  of  Rob  Forbes  over- 
hearing their  plan,  and  thus  being  able  to  warn  the 
occupants  of  the  Castle.  The  result  was  the 
Muats,  contrary  to  their  expectations,  found  them- 
selves surrounded  by  thrice  their  number  of  the 
Camerons,  urged  on  by  the  Lady  herself  Under 
these  circumstances  they  deemed  discretion  the 
better  part  of  valour,  and  without  offering  much 
opposition  they  turned  their  horse's  heads  and  fled, 
but  not  before  two  of  their  number  had  been 
fatally  wounded.  Jamie  himself  was  speedily 
recognised  by  some  of  the  Camerons,  who, 
frantically  urged  on  by  their  chieftainess,  made  a 
wild  rush  for  him.  His  horse  was  seized  by 
powerful  hands,  and  it  would  in  all  probability 
have  gone  hard  with  Jamie,  but  he  received  a 
blow  on  the  sword  arm  which  caused  him  to  drop 
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his  weapon.  On  seeing  this  the  Lady  of  Brux 
cried  out  

"  Take  him  alive,  take  him  aHve,  that  we  may  hae 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  him  hang." 

In  a  few  moments  Jamie  was  dragged  roughly 
from  his  horse,  and  unable  to  make  any  effectual 
resistance  he  sullenly  yielded  to  his  captors,  who 
bound  him  with  their  plaids  and  bore  him  in 
triumph  to  the  Castle,  where  he  was  deprived  of 
his  skein,  stripped  nearly  naked,  his  arms  and  feet 
bound  together  with  leather  thongs,  and  in  this 
condition  he  was  thrust  into  a  dungeon  of 
the  building  from  which  a  mouse  could  hardly 
have  escaped. 

When  the  Lady  of  Brux  returned  after  her 
little  victory,  her  first  question  to  old  Ronald,  who 
had  been  left  in  charge  of  the  Castle  and  its 
garrison  during  her  absence,  was — 

"  Well,  Ronald,  hoo's  that  deiFs  bairn,  Jamie  ? 

"  I  havena  speered  recently  aboot  his  health, 
my  Leddie ;  but  he's  verra  weel  guarded,''  an- 
swered Ronald,  with  a  humorous  twinkle  of  his 
eyes. 

"  Tak'  care  o'  him,  tak'  care  o'  him,  Ronald,  for 
he's  precious,"  said  the  Lady,  with  a  chuckle  of 
inward  satisfaction.  "  It's  something  tae  hae 
made  such  a  capture,  and  when  we  hae  hangit 
him  we'll  send  his  body  back,  wi'  the  rope 
roon'  his  neck,  to  his  dear  cousin  the  Laird  o' 
Abergeldy ;  and  that  old  wolf  may  tak'  it  as  a 
sign  that  his  own  end  is  not  far  off." 

Ay,"  answered  Ronald,  knitting  his  brows  and 
speaking  with  suppressed  passion.    "  The  bluid  o' 
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oor  clan  which  stained  the  heather  in  Drumgou- 
drum  vvinna  cease  tae  cry  for  vengeance  while 
Abergeldy  lives." 

"  Ye  are  right,  Ronald  ;  ye  are  right,"  returned 
the  Lady  thoughtfully,  while  an  expression  of 
regret  came  over  her  face,  as  she  was  forced  to 
admit  to  herself  that  the  difficulties  in  the  way  of 
reaching  Muat  were  almost  insurmountable.  She 
ordered  the  household  to  be  summoned  to  the 
morning  meal,  which  they  much  needed  after  their 
night's  adventure.  That  over,  she  went  to  her 
chamber  to  change  her  dress,  and  she  inquired 
of  her  waiting  women  if  Kate  still  slept,  and 
was  a  little  surprised  to  learn  that  she  had  gone 
out. 

When  the  widow  descended  to  the  hall  she  found 
Rob  Forbes  there.  Disappointed  on  learning  that 
the  Laird  himself  was  not  among  the  Muats,  he  had 
ventured  to  return  to  Brux  in  the  hope  of  enjoying 
a  few  more  brief  blissful  moments  with  Kate.  As 
the  Lady  now  felt  under  an  obligation  to  him,  she 
wrung  his  hand  warmly.  Nevertheless  she  could 
not  altogether  get  rid  of  the  feeling  of  contempt  for 
him  which  she  had  for  so  long  entertained,  as  she 
looked  at  his  slight  form  and  somewhat  effeminate 
face,  though  she  could  not  help  acknowledging  that 
he  was  singularly  handsome." 

*'Well  Rob,"  she  said,  "you  have  done  us  a 
service,  and  Fm  muckle  obliged  tae  ye,  and  will 
henceforth  regard  you  in  the  light  o'  a  friend.  But, 
Rob,  it's  no  use  your  dreaming  o'  Kate,  she's  only 
for  the  man  wha  spills  the  black  bluid  o'  Muat's 
false  heart." 
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"  And  that  I  have  sworn  to  do/'  answered  Rob 
proudly. 

The  Lady  could  not  help  smiling  as  she  re- 
marked— 

"  You  speak  boldly,  Rob,  and  your  vow  does  you 
credit ;  but,  man,  are  ye  no  aware  that  you  hae 
pledged  yourself  tae  an  impossible  task  ?  " 

"Youth  recognises  not  the  impossible,  and  love  can 
spur  men  to  marvellous  deeds,"  Rob  said  firmly. 

"You  love  Kate?"  demanded  the  widow,  becoming 
impressed  in  his  favour,  and  thinking  that,  after  all 
this  slim  youth  might  become  the  instrument  for 
executing  her  revenge. 

"  Love  her  ? "  he  exclaimed,  "  Ay,  as  man  never 
loved  woman  before." 

"  And  hoo  are  ye  going  to  win  her  ?  " 

"  By  fighting  for  her." 

"  Ha'e  ye  a  scheme  then,  for  gaining  access  to  the 
Laird  o'  Abergeldy,  and  driving  your  skein  intil  his 
heart  while  the  old  treacher  sleeps  in  his  bed?" 
asked  the  Lady  with  some  irony,  for  it  seemed  to 
her  that  was  the  only  way  in  which  the  youth  was 
likely  to  succeed  in  winning  Kate. 

Rob's  face  flushed  with  indignation  at  the 
question,  and  knitting  his  brows  and  looking  sternly 
at  his  questioner,  he  said — 

"  Lady  o'  Brux,  you  are  forgetting  yourself,  and  I 
must  remind  you  that  the  Forbeses  do  not  lend 
themselves  to  secret  assassination." 

She  was  by  no  means  displeased  with  this 
answer,  and  his  stern,  resolute,  determined  air 
impressed  her  more  and  more  in  his  favour,  for  no 
one  was  more  capable  of  appreciating  bravery  and 
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chivalry  than  she.  But  still  she  could  not  bring 
herself  to  think  that  there  was  the  least  probability 
that  Rob  would  succeed  in  his  self-imposed  task,  and 
there  was  sarcasm  in  her  tones  as  she  asked — 

"  How  are  ye  going  tae  overcome  the  Laird  o' 
the  Muats,  then  ?  " 

"  I  will  challenge  him  to  mortal  combat." 

This  answer  irresistibly  excited  the  Lady's 
humour,  and  she  broke  into  loud  laughter,  much  to 
Rob's  annoyance.  And  when  she  could  control 
herself,  she  said — 

Laddie,  you  are  o'er  full  o'  romance,  and  it  will 
be  the  death  o'  you.  You  might  as  well  think  that 
you  could  level  the  Hill  o'  Lonach  wi'  your 
claymore  as  that  you  can  conquer  Muat  in  single 
combat." 

"It  may  be  that  you  are  right,"  and  showing  by 
his  manner  that  he  was  by  no  means  blind  to  the 
risk  he  ran,  "  but  the  race  is  not  always  to  the  swift, 
nor  the  battle  to  the  strong  ;  and  remember  that 
the  giant  Goliath  fell  to  the  wee  lad  David." 

The  Lady's  face  became  serious  once  more,  and 
she  seemed  deeply  impressed  by  his  words,  and 
laying  her  hand  kindly  on  his  shoulder  she  said  : 

I  admire  your  courage  and  your  dauntless  spirit, 
but  I  fear  me  you  will  no'  succeed  ;  and  if  you  fa* 
your  father,  the  Lord  Forbes,  will  hold  us  re- 
sponsible for  your  death." 

"  No,'^  answered  Rob,  emphatically,  "  he  will  do  no 
such  thing,  I  will  take  all  responsibility  on  my  own 
shoulders,  and  all  my  kin  combined  shall  not 
prevent  me  from  essaying  the  task  I  have  sworn  to 
undertake." 
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The  Lady  seemed  very  pleased  at  this  answer,  and 
once  more  shaking  his  hand,  she  kissed  his  forehead, 
and  said — 

"  I  welcome  you  as  a  friend  o'  my  house,  and  gin 
ye  win  in  this  matter  I'll  gie  ye  my  dochter  and  a 
double  blessing,  and  a'  the  lands  o'  Brux." 

By  heaven  the  prize  is  great,"  exclaimed  Rob 
with  enthusiasm,  ^'and  many  a  man  has  perilled 
his  life  for  less.  An  fate  be  kind  to  me  I'll  win  ; 
and  it  be  otherwise  I'll  sleep  with  my  kin  in  the  vault 
of  Kildrummy  Kirk.  It's  Kate  or  death.  I'll  gain 
the  one  or  the  other." 

The  Lady  of  Brux  began  now  to  look  upon  Rob 
in  a  very  different  light  from  that  she  had  viewed  him 
in  but  a  short  time  previously.  All  the  contempt 
she  had  felt  for  him  entirely  vanished,  and  he  stood 
now  a  hero  in  her  sight,  and  the  champion  of  her 
house.  Nevertheless,  she  could  not  feel  very 
hopeful  as  to  the  result  of  Rob's  daring  resolve  to 
challenge  Muat,  for  it  was  generally  thought  that 
Aberdeenshire  could  not  produce  a  man  who  could 
hold  his  own  single-handed  against  Muat,  and  for 
this  slim,  lightly-made  boy  to  expect  to  conquer 
seemed  ludicrous. 

Come  let  us  take  oor  meal,"  she  said,  as  she  led 
the  way  to  the  banqueting  hall,  where  the  platters 
were  laid,  and  huge  wooden  bowls  were  steaming 
on  the  board.  "  The  night's  work  has  sharpened 
our  appetites,"  she  added,  as  she  took  her  seat. 

For  some  time  there  was  a  rattle  of  spoons  and 
platters,  and  the  steaming  bowls  were  soon 
emptied.  Then  while  waiting  for  what  was  to 
follow,  the  Lady  suddenly  remembered  that  her 
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daughter  was  absent,  and  she  demanded  to  know  if 
Kate  had  yet  returned. 

Rob  learned  then  for  the  first  time  that  his 
sweetheart  was  not  in  the  Castle.  He  had  up  to 
that  moment  been  under  the  impression  that  she 
was  in  her  chamber  and  asleep. 

"  Is  she  awa'  ?    he  asked  with  some  anxiety. 

"  Ay,  her  heid's  a  bit  turned  wi'  you,  and  I  expect 
she's  roaming  about  the  strath  expecting  to  meet 
you,"  answered  the  widow. 

At  this  moment  word  was  brought  that  Kate  had 
not  returned.  At  this  Robert  was  unable  to  restrain 
himself,  and  springing  up  he  said  : 

*'  With  your  permission  I'll  away  and  seek  her." 

"  Go  you  ways,  then,"  answered  the  Lady  of  Brux, 
feeling  no  anxiety  about  Kate.  Tak'  a  horse  frae 
the  stalls,  and  dinna  be  lang  before  ye  bring  the 
demented  lassie  back." 

Rob  departed,  and  selecting  a  fleet  steed  he  was 
soon  speeding  up  the  strath,  keeping  a  vigilant  look- 
out for  the  form  of  her  for  whom  his  heart  yearned. 
But  after  riding  some  half-dozen  miles,  he  failed  to 
find  her,  and  turned  back,  branching  off  into  the 
woods,  and  examining  the  hill-sides,  but  without 
finding  any  track  of  Kate.  Up  and  down  he  went, 
from  right  to  left,  from  east  to  west,  from  north  to 
south,  but  Kate  did  not  gladden  his  sight.  Not 
without  a  feeling  of  anxiety  he  galloped  back  to  the 
Castle,  thinking  she  might  have  returned,  but  such 
was  not  the  case.  Then  for  the  first  time  alarm 
seized  upon  all,  and  in  a  very  brief  space  of  time  two 
dozen  men  were  in  their  saddles  ready  to  scour  the 
the  country.    All  the  morning  they  rode  in  separate 
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groups,  searching  every  possible  and  impossible 
place,  but  when  noon  came  they  had  failed  to 
discover  a  trace  of  Kate.  She  had  disappeared. 
How,  no  one  knew ;  whither,  no  one  could  guess. 
With  a  sense  of  sickening  dread  Rob  returned  to 
the  Castle.  She  had  not  come  back,  and  then  the 
Lady  of  Brux,  when  she  learned  that  the  search  had 
been  fruitless,  grew  frantic,  and  mounted  a  horse 
herself  to  join  in  the  search,  and  once  more  Robert 
started  off  filled  with  blank  despair,  and  fearing 
that  something  dreadful  had  happened  to  Kate,  and 
when  night  fell  and  the  searchers  had  re-assembled 
in  the  Castle  but  had  got  no  tidings  of  the  missing 
girl,  there  was  wild  consternation  and  wailing,  for  it 
could  no  longer  be  doubted  that  Kate  had  met  with 
some  accident.  Feeling  that  he  would  go  mad  if 
he  remained  inactive,  and  in  spite  of  his  being  jaded 
and  worn-out  almost  for  want  of  rest,  Rob  organised 
a  torchlight  party  to  continue  the  search  through 
the  night.  But  the  sad  and  dreary  hours  of  the 
night  passed,  and  when  morning  came  Kate  had  not 
been  found. 
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IN  THE  HANDS  OF  THE  ENEMY 

The  Muats'  surprise  at  the  sudden  appearance  of 
Kate  Cameron  among  them  was  as  great  as  hers 
was  on  beholding  them.  Two  or  three  of  the  men 
at  once  recognised  her,  and  springing  to  their  feet 
made  a  mock  obeisance. 

"  By  my  faith  we  are  favoured,"  said  one  of  the 
men,  "  for  we  didna  think  to  hae  the  honour  of  the 
company  of  Kate  Cameron,  who's  the  bonniest  lass 
m  a'  the  kintra  side. 

"  No  nor  did  I  think  to  find  myself  among  the 
enemies  of  my  house  at  so  early  an  hour,''  answered 
Kate  saucily. 

"  Ah,  weel  none  o'  us  can  tell  what  may  befa'  us," 
said  the  man  ironically. 

"  That  is  true,"  returned  Kate  boldly,  "  or  had  it 
been  otherwise,  perhaps  you  and  your  fellows  would 
have  kept  to  your  beds  last  night,  and  would  not 
have  ventured  to  disturb  the  peace  of  Brux." 

This  taunt,  and  taunt  it  was  meant  to  be,  although 
it  was  singularly  indiscreet  for  Kate  to  venture 
upon  such  a  remark,  stung  the  men  and  their  brows 
darkened,  and  one  or  two,  in  that  unconscious  and 
almost  automatic  manner  begotten  by  long  habit, 
actually  drew  their  skeins. 

"  Methinks,  lassie  you  are  o'er  saucy,"  remarked 
one  powerful  fellow,  with  a  growl  of  anger. 

"  Ah,  you  are  like  a'  your  clan,"  said  another,  "  ye 
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think  ye  are  the  salt  o'  the  earth,  but  Muats  are  just 
as  good  as  ye." 

So  they  think/'  said  Kate  sarcastically,  "though 
we  have  each  got  our  ain  way  of  thinking.  But 
since  my  company  does  not  seem  to  give  you 
much  pleasure  I'll  bid  you  good  day." 

"  Bide  a  wee,  lassie,"  returned  the  man  who  had 
first  spoken,  and  placing  himself  before  her.  "  We 
cannot  part  from  ye  in  that  way.  Ye  are  sae  bonny 
that  for  a  kiss  o'  your  mou  and  a  blink  o'  your  een 
I'd  gie  a  day  o'  my  life." 

Kate  experienced  some  feeling  of  uneasiness,  but 
nevertheless  she  answered  with  a  scornful  toss  of  her 
head,  and  with  a  reckless  boldness  so  characteristic 
of  her  race. 

"  I  would  sooner  kiss  one  of  the  adders  of  the 
heath  than  kiss  a  Muat." 

She  turned  to  go,  but  the  man  laid  his  brawny  hand 
upon  her  shoulder  and  his  compaions  surrounded  her. 

"  What  is  it  ye  want  with  me  ?  " 
We  hae  no  the  intention  of  letting  ye  part  frae 
us  yet  awhile,"  answered  the  man. 

"  Bad  as  ye  may  be,"  she  cried,  "  you  would  not 
dare  to  injure  me." 

"  No,  we  should  be  very  sorry  to  injure  such  a 
sweet  flower,"  answered  the  spokesman. 

"  Then  let  me  go,"  she  said  authoritatively. 

"  Dinna  be  sae  impatient,"  the  man  remarked,  with 
a  smirking  smile. 

She  shook  his  hand  off  with  an  angry  movement 
and  struck  him  over  the  ear  with  her  open  hand. 
There  was  a  roar  of  laughter,  at  this  and  as  the  man 
rubbed  his  ear,  he  exclaimed. 
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"  By  St.  Peter,  lassie,  but  yer  hand's  no  sae  saft  as 
a  silken  glove.  But  Fm  no  a  spiteful  man  and  Til 
gie  ye  a  kiss  for  a  blow." 

Before  she  could  offer  the  slightest  resistance  he 
had  seized  her  in  his  powerful  arms  and  kissed  her. 
She  uttered  a  cry  of  disgust  and  rage,  and  pushing 
him  away  with  such  force  that  he  staggered,  she 
attempted  to  escape  but  was  seized  by  several 
hands  and  forcibly  detained. 

"  You  dogs  and  cowards,"  she  cried  hoarsely,  "  let 
me  free.  Surely  you  can  find  better  work  than  in- 
sulting a  defenceless  woman  !  " 

The  men  jeered  coarsely  and  the  spokesman 
answered. 

"  Ye  see  it's  no  often  that  we  hae  the  chance  o' 
enjoying  the  company  of  the  bonnie  daughter  o'  the 
house  o'  Brux,  and  we  shouldna  be  daeing  oor  duty 
if  we  let  ye  awa'  yet." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  me  7  "  she  asked 

excitedly. 

"  Carry  ye  wi'  us,"  was  the  rejoinder. 

"  Where  to  ?  "  she  demanded,  turning  pale,  as  she 
began  to  take  a  more  serious  view  of  her  position. 

"  To  Badenyon,"  said  the  man. 

"  You  would  not  dare  to  do  that,"  she  exclaimed, 
with  a  start. 

"  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! ! "  they  laughed  in  chorus. 

"  Would  not  dare,"  said  a  man  who  had  not  yet  ] 
spoken,  "  there  are  no  many  things  a  Muat  wouldna 
dare.  But  maybe  ye  are  no  aware  that  Jamie  Muat 
o'  Abergeldy,  the  cousin  o'  the  Laird  has  fallen  i'  the 
grips  o'  that  deil  o'  a  mither  o'  yours,  and  sin  she  is 
in  a  hanging  humour  she  micht  tak  it  intil  her  head 


214         Kate  Cameron  of  Brux 


to  hang  Jamie.  Weel,  ye  see,  if  she  were  tae  dae 
that,  and  we've  got  you  in  oor  hands  we  could  just 
retahate  and  to  see  the  Lassie  o'  Brux  hanging  by 
her  neck  on  the  end  o'  a  rope  would  be  a  sicht  for 
sair  een." 

Kate  felt  as  if  everything  was  spinning  round  her 
head  as  she  recognised  how  thoroughly  she  herself 
had  fallen  into  a  trap.  But  she  recovered  her 
presence  of  mind  instantly,  and  with  anger  and 
determination,  she  made  answer. — 

"  Have  a  care.  I  repeat  have  a  care  and  take  my 
words  as  a  warning.  There  is  already  a  heavy 
score  against  you,  but  an  you  commit  this  fresh 
wrong  against  my  people  the  Muats  will  be  exter- 
minated off  the  face  of  the  earth,  and  everything 
they  possess  will  be  given  to  the  flames." 

The  men  laughed  again  scornfully,  and  almost 
before  she  could  realise  the  fact,  she  was  caught  up 
by  a  powerful  pair  of  arms,  placed  on  the  back 
of  a  horse  and  in  a  few  minutes,  the  men  with  their 
prize  were  galloping  towards  Badenyon. 

Kate  did  not  scream,  and  she  offered  no  resistance 
for  she  knew  how  utterly  useless  both  would  be. 
Moreover,  she  scorned  to  let  these  men  see  how 
much  their  dastardly  act  had  affected  her ;  but  in 
truth  her  heart  felt  as  heavy  as  lead  as  she  realised 
that  she  was  cut  off  from  her  friends,  and  thought 
how  terrible  would  be  their  grief  And  the  result 
What  would  that  be  ?  Even  ifshe  escaped  with  her 
;life,  there  would  be  much  bloodshed,  for  a  great  and 
terrible  revenge  would  be  taken.  The  vendetta 
between  the  two  clans  had  already  been  horrible 
enough   in  its  effects   on  both  parties,  but  this 
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fresh  outrage  would  surely  lead  to  a  war  of  exter- 
mination between  them. 

"  Fm  thinking,"  said  a  man  on  whose  horse  she 
was  placed,  and  whose  powerful  grip  held  her  in 
front  of  him,  "  I'm  thinking,"  he  said,  with  cutting 
irony,  "  that  it's  nae  advisable  for  those  wha  lose  to 
mak'  threats." 

The  remark  stung  Kate,  and  she  could  not  resist 
answering, 

My  threats  are  not  idle  ones  as  you  may  find." 

Maybe  not ;  maybe  you  are  sincere  eneuch," 
replied  the  man  with  mock  gravity,  but  ye  see 
lassie,  you're  a  Cam'ron,  and  the  Cam'rons  are  noted 
for  being  mair  o'  talkers  than  doers." 

Kate's  whole  frame  thrilled  at  this  taunt,  and  her 
face  and  neck  flushed  with  the  hot  blood  of  in- 
dignation. 

"  You  coward  and  fool,"  she  hissed,  that  lie 
will  sink  into  your  soul  and  bear  you  down  to  per- 
dition. The  Camerons  have  given  ample  proof  of 
their  superiority  over  the  Muats,  but  all  they  have 
done  in  the  past  will  sink  into  insignificance  when 
compared  with  what  they  will  do  in  the  future." 

The  man  laughed  mockingly,  and  Kate  felt  she 
could  not  resist  the  temptation  to  tear  his  face  ;  but 
possibly  the  man  divined  somethingof  her  thoughts, 
for  he  kept  his  arms  tightly  round  her,  so  that  she 
could  not  raise  her  own  arms. 

"  Ay,  ay,"  he  said  drily,  "  ye  are  talking  brave 
words,  my  braw  lassie  ;  but  ye  ken  the  lion  when 
he's  caged  roarsjoudly,  though  naebody  trembles." 

Kate  could  make  no  reply,  her  indignation  almost 
choked  her  and  she  felt  that  in  her  present  position 
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she  would  only  get  the  worst  of  it,  and  so  she  wisely 
decided  to  refrain  from  provoking  her  captor  into 
any  further  taunts. 

A  rapid  ride  soon  brought  them  to  Castle  Baden- 
yon.  Kate  was  lifted  from  the  horse  and  carried 
into  the  courtyard,  where  a  wondering  group  of  men 
and  women  had  assembled  to  stare  at  her,  and  when 
they  learned  who  she  was  they  taunted  and  jeered 
her.  But  during  this  trying  ordeal,  she  bore  herself 
with  wonderful  dignity,  and  displayed  by  her 
manner  the  scorn  and  contempt  she  felt  for  the 
Muats.  This  greatly  irritated  the  people  who  had 
crowded  round  to  gape  at  her,  and  some  of  them 
exclaimed, 

Aha,  my  braw  lassie,  that  pride  will  soon  be 
taken  oot  o'  you,  and  though  ye  be  a  Camron,  ye'll 
find  that  a  Muat  rape  is  strong  eneuch  for  ye  tae 
swing  on." 

"  Pu'  her  fine  duds  aff  her,"  suggested  one  of  the 
women,  an'  we'll  claw  her  skin.  An  it  be  as  fair  as 
her  doll's  face,  I'll  warrant  me  we'll  sune  change  its 
colour." 

It  is  probable  this  brutal  suggestion  would  have 
been  carried  into  effect,  and  Kate  would  have  been 
stripped  of  her  clothing,  but  at  this  moment  the 
Laird,  who  had  already  been  informed  of  her  arrival 
appeared  at  the  door,  and  coming  towards  her,  he 
said  with  mock  politeness  : — 

"This  is  an  unexpected  honour.  I  didna  expect  to 
hae  my  puir  abode  graced  wi'  the  fair  presence  of 
the  docther  o'  my  auld  enemy.  But  wonders  are 
always  happening  and  I  gie  ye  a  welcome." 

With  flashing  eyes  and  an  anger  clouded  face  she 


In  the  Hands  of  the  Etiemy        2  1 7 

looked  at  him,  and  drew  her  tall  figure  erect,  as  she 
answered  with  scornful  pride  : — 

"  Laird  o'  Abergeldy,  a  coward  I  know  ye  tae  be 
and  a  treacher  to  boot,  but  I  did  not  think  you  could 
so  far  unman  yourself  as  to  insult  a  defenceless  and 
hapless  lass  who  has  fallen  into  your  clutches.  An' 
it  be  your  pleasure  hang  me,  and  Fll  show  you  how 
a  Cameron  can  die.  Or  may  be  it  would  afford  you 
mair  sport  if  you  let  your  creatures  tear  me  to 
pieces.  I'm  only  a  young  lass  you  see  and  couldn't 
offer  much  resistance." 

The  Laird  winced  at  her  words.  He  did  not  like 
being  called  a  coward.  A  "  treacher "  he  did  not 
mind  about ;  as  according  to  his  own  peculiar  view^s 
of  morality' he  could  have  justified  treachery.  But 
to  be  taunted  with  cowardice  in  his  own  castle  was 
another  thing.  His  great  features  showed  the  anger 
he  felt,  and  striking  his  breast  with  his  hand,  he 
exclaimed  in  stentorian  tones — 

"  By  my  father's  grave,  I  swear  thou  art  the 
sauciest  wench  I  have  ever  met.  I've  heard  muckle 
o'  ye  but  its  the  first  time  I've  ever  met  ye  face  to 
face,  and  I'm  bound  to  tell  ye,  I  didna  think  that 
the  deil  could  hide  himself  in  sae  fair  a  lady.  But 
we'll  try  and  cast  the  deil  oot  o'  ye,  for  it's  na  a 
guid  thing  for  a  young  lassie  tae  be  in  the  power  o' 
the  Evil  One.'' 

"  Gi'e  us  leave,  Laird,  an'  w^e'U  sune  tame  her," 
exclaimed  an  old  harridan  as  she  shook  her  fist  in 
Kate's  face. 

"  No,"  cried  the  Laird  in  a  loud  and  angry  voice, 
"  Dinna  sae  much  as  pit  yer  little  finger  on  her,  or 
rU  fling  ye  intil  the  fosse  with  a  big  stane  roon  yer 
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neck,  and  droon  ye  like  a  mangy  dog."  Then 
beckoning  to  another  woman,  a  younger  one,  he 
said,  "  ril  gie  this  lassie  intil  yer  charge.  Gie  her 
what  she  wants,  but  guard  her  weel  until  ye  get  my 
further  commands." 

He  spoke  in  a  determined  manner,  and  those 
about  him  knew  that  it  would  not  be  safe  to  disobey 
his  orders.  He  looked  like  a  veritable  Samson  as 
he  towered  far  above  his  people,  and  stood  with  his 
tremendous  arms  folded  on  his  massive  breast  that 
heaved  with  suppressed  excitement.  He  had  long 
dark  brown  hair  that  hung  down  his  back, and  a  beard 
that  fell  to  his  waist.  His  face  which  was  gnarled  and 
wrinkled  was  habitually  stern  and  sinister  ;  and  his 
whole  expression  was  calculated  to  beget  mistrust 
in  a  stranger  who  beheld  him  for  the  first  time. 

"  What  do  you  intend  to  do  with  me  ?  "  demanded 
Kate  sharply. 

The  Laird  smiled  sardonically  as  he  answered, 

"  Weel,  it's  no  an  easy  matter  to  tell  ye  at  present. 
I'm  informed  that  yer  mither  has  ta'en  my  cousin 
Jamie,  and  muckle  depends  on  the  way  she  treats 
him." 

Kate  saw  the  utter  uselessness  of  entering  into 
any  argument  or  attempting  the  slightest  resistance, 
and  so  she  yielded  to  her  fate.  The  woman  who 
had  been  appointed  to  take  charge  of  her  had  a  few 
minutes'  conversation  with  the  Laird,  and  then  she 
signed  to  Kate  to  follow  her. 

Badenyon  Castle  was  an  old  building  though  one 
of  considerable  strength.  It  had,  in  fact,  been  built 
purely  as  a  stronghold,  and  place  of  retreat  in  times 
of  danger,  and  dated  from  the  beginning  of  the 
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thirteenth  century.  It  was  reared  in  a  spot  of  great 
natural  strength.  It  consisted  of  a  square  building 
covered  with  a  tower  of  defence,  and  entirely  sur- 
rounded by  a  deep  fosse  that  was  half  filled  with 
water  supplied  by  a  deep  burn  from  the  mountain 
side. 

A  narrow  drawbridge  gave  access  to  a  massive 
stone  archway,  by  which  the  courtyard  was  gained. 
The  archway  was  loopholed  for  archers,  and  when 
the  bridge  was  drawn,  a  small  garrison  of  determined 
defenders  might  have  held  the  castle  against  a 
formidable  army  for  some  considerable  time. 

In  spite  of  its  utter  loneliness  and  want  of  comfort, 
the  Laird  was  fond  of  Badenyon,  as  it  was  in  the 
centre  of  a  country  that  was  well  stocked  with  all 
sorts  of  wild  game,  and  he  had  a  perfect  passion  for 
the  chase,  especially  of  boar-hunting,  and  boars  were 
numerous  thereabouts.  The  consequence  was  that 
he  spent  a  considerable  part  of  his  time  in  this  out- 
of-the-way  castle,  which  he  always  kept  in  a 
thorough  state  of  readiness.  For  he  knew  that  he 
had  many  enemies  in  the  country,  and  that  could 
they  have  agreed  among  themselves,  they  would 
not  have  hesitated  to  attack  him.  But  their  petty 
jealousies  and  cliqueism  were  his  safeguard,  for  a 
feeble  attack  would  only  have  ended  in  disaster  to 
the  attackers. 

The  Laird  himself  was  an  objectionable  man,  for 
he  was  coarse,  ignorant,  superstitious,  and  could  be 
brutal,  and  that  he  was  unprincipled  was  proved  by 
his  dastardly  treachery  to  the  Laird  of  Brux  and 
his  sons.  He  had  full  confidence  in  his  great 
animal  strength,  which  enabled  him  to  perform  feats 
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that  were  little  short  of  marvellous ;  while  in 
tossing  the  caber,  putting  the  stone  and  throwing 
the  hammer,  he  had  not  a  rival  within  a  hundred 
miles  or  more.  But  in  spite  of  his  enormous  physi- 
cal power,  he  was  not  conspicuous  for  any  great 
amount  of  personal  courage,  and  had  a  great  regard 
for  his  own  skin. 

However  objectionable  he  may  have  been  to 
others,  his  own  people  were  greatly  attached  to  him, 
and  looked  upon  him  with  a  regard  that  amounted 
almost  to  reverence.  His  word  amongst  them  was 
law,  and  he  held  in  his  hands  the  power  of  life  and 
death.  His  clan  was  a  numerous  and  ancient  one  ; 
they  were  descendants  of  the  ancient  Montealto 
family.  Their  crest  was  an  oak  tree  growing  from 
a  rock,  and  their  motto,  Montealto,  i.e.,  spring  up. 

The  Laird  did  not  attempt  to  conceal  from  his 
followers  the  intense  delight  he  experienced  at  the 
knowledge  that  the  daughter  of  the  house  of  Brux 
was  his  captive.  He  had  had  several  triumphs 
lately  over  his  adversaries,  and  this  was  a  crowning 
one.  Not  that  these  triumphs  were  the  result  of 
fair  and  open  contest.  They  were,  in  fact,  due  for 
the  most  part  to  treachery,  but  that  made  them 
none  the  less  precious  to  him.  And  now  he  would 
be  enabled  to  utterly  crush  out  the  pride  of  his  old 
and  embittered  foe,  the  Lady  of  Brux. 

"  rU  bring  her  to  her  knees  at  my  feet,''  he  thought 
to  himself,  "and  every  Cameron's  sword  shall  be 
blunted  so  far  as  I  am  personally  concerned."  By 
that  he  meant  that  he  hoped  through  the  means  of 
his  prisoner  to  make  such  conditions  with  the 
Camerons  that  they  would  be  forced  to  proclaim  an 
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end  to  the  strife  and  molest  him  no  more.  For 
although  he  had  scored  a  few  doubtful  triumphs,  he 
had  been  by  far  the  heaviest  loser,  and  he  knew 
perfectly  well,  that  from  the  fact  of  the  Camerons 
outnumbering  his  own  clan  by  ten  to  one  at  least, 
they  would  in  the  long  run  prevail ;  and  if  the  whole 
clan  should  decide  to  do  battle  against  him,  he 
would  be  annihilated.  But  now  with  a  hostage  in 
his  hands  he  felt  safe,  and  could  dictate  terms 
besides  to  save  his  cousin  Jamie's  life.  Not  that  he 
was  particularly  anxious  about  Jamie,  but  he  did 
not  want  him  to  die  at  the  hands  of  the  Camerons. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

MADGE  O'  THE  HILLS  WORKS  A  CHARM 

The  consternation  and  grief  at  Brux  Castle  at  the 
disappearance  of  Kate  could  hardly  be  described. 
Rob  Forbes  was  almost  beside  himself,  and  rode 
miles  first  one  way  and  then  another,  in  a  fruitless 
search  for  the  missing  girl.  And  at  such  a  reckless 
pace  did  he  go  that  he  knocked  up  no  less  than 
three  horses.  He  felt  almost  as  if  his  very  heart 
would  burst,  and  a  dreadful  fear  crept  over  him  that 
the  same  fate  had  befallen  Kate  that  had  befallen 
Jessie  Davidson,  namely,  that  she  had  been  drowned. 
But  he  was  not  the  only  one  who  thought  it,  for  it 
was  conceived  impossible  that  she  could  so  effectu- 
ally have  disappeared  in  any  other  way  ;  and  of 
course  nobody  dreamed  that  she  had  been  carried 
off  by  the  Muats.  Strange  as  it  may  appear,  this 
idea  had  never  suggested  itself  to  anyone,  and 
owing  to  the  early  hour  at  which  the  abduction 
took  place,  no  living  soul  save  those  concerned 
witnessed  the  deed.  For  three  dreadful  days 
following,  the  river  was  searched  and  every  pool 
and  every  projection  examined,  but  of  course  with- 
out any  result.  During  this  time,  Robert  Forbes 
displayed  the  greatest  activity.  So  distressed  was 
he  that  he  allowed  himself  no  rest,  and  became 
haggard  and  pale  and  anxious-looking.    The  Lady 
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of  Brux  was  almost  broken-hearted,  and  it  seemed 
for  a  time  as  if  her  reason  would  give  way  under 
this  new  blow.  For  it  appeared  as  if  this,  the  last 
hope  of  her  house  had  gone,  and  she  was  left,  the 
lonely  representative  of  her  family,  and  a  broken 
lonely  old  woman  without  even  her  great  purpose 
of  revenge  on  Muat  fulfilled. 

This  distressful  condition  of  hers  told  favourably 
for  the  prisoner,  Jamie,  for  it  was  almost  certain 
that  she  would  have  hanged  him  otherwise.  But  in 
her  great  grief  she  forgot  him  and  nobody  cared  to 
remind  her.  The  result  was  that  Jamie  obtained  a 
respite  from  the  rope  for  the  present ;  but  he  was 
much  neglected  and  seemed  to  be  menaced  with 
starvation. 

When  a  week  had  gone  and  no  tale  nor  tidings 
of  the  missing  girl  had  been  heard,  the  consternation 
was  complete  and  the  last  lingering  hope  had  died 
out.  Robert  could  find  no  words  for  his  sorrow ; 
but  his  looks  told  how  terribly  he  was  effected  and 
his  friends  became  alarmed  about  him.  But  he 
would  take  no  comfort,  he  would  listen  to  no 
reasoning  on  their  part.  He  said  that  he  was 
crushed,  and  that  the  spirit  of  his  life  was  gone  ; 
and  he  announced  his  intention  of  going  abroad 
and  entering  a  monastery. 

During  the  time  that  the  search  for  Kate  was 
going  on,  one  person  remained  an  unconcerned 
spectator,  so  to  speak,  this  person  was  Wild  Madge 
o'  the  Hills.  It  was  not  likely  that  such  an 
exciting  and  important  event  as  the  loss  of  the 
heiress  of  Brux  could  fail  to  come  under  old 
Madge's    notice,  for  she   verily  appeared  to  be 
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ubiquitous,  and  knew  all  that  was  going  on.  But 
though  she  was  observed  wandering  about  the 
Strath,  and  hanging  about  the  river  while  the 
distressed  searchers  were  endeavouring  to  get  some 
trace  of  Kate,  the  old  witch  showed  no  interest  and 
made  no  comment.  One  evening,  however,  she  pre- 
sented herself  at  the  Castle  of  Brux  and  demanded 
to  see  the  Lady ;  but  she  was  told  roughly  to  go 
away  as  the  Lady  was  too  ill  to  see  her.  Madge, 
however,  persisted  in  her  demand,  and  at  last  was 
forcibly  ejected  from  the  Castle  grounds.  When  she 
was  a  few  yards  away  she  stopped  and  turned  round, 
and  waving  her  skinny  arms,  as  was  her  wont,  she 
said  in  a  sort  of  recitative  : 

"  Puir  fules,  ye  ken  not  what  ye  dae  and  yer  een 
canna  see  beyan  yer  ain  noses.  But  I  hae  sicht 
that  is  no  given  to  a',  and  I  see  muckle  mair  than 
maist  folk  see.  I  could  have  telt  ye  where  the 
lassie  is,  but  you've  pit  me  awa'  and  noo  I'll  keep 
my  ain  knowledge  to  mysel'." 

These  words  or  part  of  them  were  heard  by  one 
or  two  of  the  clan  who  had  driven  her  out,  and  they 
interrogated  her  as  to  her  meaning  ;  but  her  only 
response  was  a  sullen  muttering  and  she  took  herself 
off. 

In  the  course  of  the  following  morning  Rob 
Forbes  was  wandering  disconsolate  through  the 
Vale,  when  Madge  approached  in  his  path.  He 
noticed  her  kindly  and  was  passing  on,  when  she 
stopped  him  by  saying  : 

"  Hold  Rab  Forbes,  I  hae  something  tae  say  tae  ye." 

"  No,  not  now,  Madge,"  he  answered  sorrowfully, 
"  I  cannot  talk  at  present." 
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"  I  hae  something  tae  say  tae  ye  that  will  mak' 
ye  talk,  and  bring  the  colour  to  your  face  again  and 
the  brightness  to  yer  een,"  she  said,  with  an  air  of 
mystery,  so  that  he  stopped  and  looked  her  full  in 
the  face,  "  Ay,  something,  that  you  will  like  to 
hear,"  she  continued. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  he  asked  breathlessly. 

"  Ye  are  pining  for  Kate  Cameron,''  she  said. 

"  Ay,  I  am  going  mad  through  the  loss  of  her." 
Ye  lo'e  her.?" 

"Love  her?  Heaven's  my  Judge,  man  never 
loved  woman  more  than  I  love  Kate  !  But,  alas, 
death  has  claimed  her,  and  life  for  me  will  be  all 
darkness  now." 

"  No,  death  has  not  claimed  her,"  answered 
Madge  solemnly. 

With  a  smothered  cry  Rob  seized  her  excitedly 
and  cried  : 

What  mean  ye,  hag?  Speak  ye  the  truth  or  do 
ye  mock  me  ?  An  you  mock  me,  I  swear  to  God 
that  I'll  wring  your  wizened  neck  until  you  are 
dead." 

Madge  remained  perfectly  calm  and  showed  not 
the  slightest  signs  of  trepidation. 

"  Tak'  yer  hands  aff  me,"  she  said,  "  or  maybe 
ye'll  wither  up  like  a  young  tree  that's  been  blasted 
wi'  fire.    I  tell  ye  again  that  Kate  Cameron  lives." 

He  uttered  a  cry  of  joy  this  time  and  clasped  his 
hands  together. 

"  I  believe  ye,  I  believe  ye,"  he  gasped  hoarsely, 
"  But  where  is  she  ?    Tell  me  that." 

She  lives,"  Madge  repeated,  but  I  dinna  ken 
the  noo  where  she  is." 
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Rob's  heart  sank  again  ;  his  joy  changed  ;  and 
he  moaned. 

"  Last  nicht,  "  Madge  continued,  "  I  went  tae 
Brux  tae  see  the  Lady,  and  work  a  spell  to  fin'  oot 
where  the  lassie  is ;  but  her  creatures  pit  me  awa 
roughly." 

Madge,''  exclaimed  Robert  despairingly,  "  if 
you  have  any  information  and  you  are  not  a  fiend, 
give  it  to  me  and  relieve  my  mind." 

"  I  tell  ye  true,  that  the  lassie  lives,"  she  answered, 
"  but  what  mair  I  hae  to  say,  Fll  say  tae  the  Lady 
o'  Brux  or  tae  nae  ane  else." 

Robert  caught  her  by  the  arm  once  more  and 
almost  dragged  her  along. 

"  Come,"  he  said,  "  I'll  pledge  myself  that  you 
shall  see  the  Lady." 

Something  very  like  a  smile  wreathed  itself  about 
Madge's  withered  Hps  and  freeing  herself  from 
Robert's  hold,  she  said,  "  Go  on  and  I'll  follow  ye." 

In  an  excited  and  feverish  state  he  strode  on  at  a 
rapid  rate  but  Madge  kept  pace  with  him,  for  she 
was  a  marvellous  walker  for  a  woman,  especially 
when  her  age  was  considered.  On  arriving  at  the 
Castle,  where  Rob  was  now  a  privileged  visitor,  he 
made  enquiry  for  the  Lady  of  Brux,  and  was  in- 
formed that  she  was  in  her  chrmber.  Leaving 
Madge  in  the  courtyard  where  she  squatted  on  her 
haunches,  and  mumbled  some  unintelligible  jargon 
to  herself,  Robert  proceeded  to  my  Lady,  who 
appeared  to  be  weighed  down  with  grief  and  pro- 
strated.   Without  any  ceremony  he  exclaimed, 

"  Take  heart.  Lady,  take  heart,  for  Kate  lives." 

The  widow  sprang  to  her  feet  and  cried  excitedly — 
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"  How  know  you  this  ?  Where  is  she  ?  Where 
gained  you  the  news  ?  " 

"  I  have  it  from  Wild  Madge  o'  the  Hills  whom  I 
met  in  the  Strath,  th'  noo." 

"  Madge  is  a  wise  woman/'  responded  the  Lady 
thoughtfully,  "  she  has  the  power  of  seeing  things 
that  ither  een  canna  see,  and  may-be  she  can  gie  us 
more  information.    We  must  find  her." 

"  She  is  now  below,''  said  Robert,  "  in  the  court- 
yard, and  she  says  she  will  tell  what  she  knows 
only  to  you." 

Without  another  word  the  Lady  hurried  from  the 
room,  followed  by  Robert,  and  descended  to  the 
courtyard.  Madge  rose  as  she  appeared  and 
said — 

"Ye  are  sair  stricken;  but  tak  comfort;  your 
dochter  lives." 

"  How  know  you  this  ?  "  cried  the  Lady. 
"  I  dreamed  it." 

"  Pshaw,"  said  the  Lady  in  disgust,  "  your  dream 
may  not  be  worth  anything." 

"  Ye  are  wrang,"  answered  Madge,  in  an  offended 
tone,  "  I  tell  ye  again  the  lassie  lives." 

"  Where  is  she  then  ? "  demanded  Robert,  with 
some  anger. 

"  I  know  not." 

"  Then  why  have  you  come  here,"  the  Lady  re- 
marked. 

"  To  work  a  charm  and  find  out  for  ye  where  the 
lassie  is." 

The  Lady  of  Brux  and  Robert  both  seemed 
irritated,  but  she  said  after  some  reflection — 
"  What  is  the  charm  you  would  work." 
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I  hae  a  condition  to  bind  ye  tae,"  answered 
Madge. 

What  is  the  condition  ?  " 

"  An  I  tell  ye  where  yer  dochter  is,  an  restore  her 
tae  ye  safe  and  sound,  ye'll  shall  gie  me  lodging 
and  my  meat  just  as  lang  as  I  shall  need  them." 

The  Lady  smiled  scornfully,  thinking  the  strange 
woman  was  making  a  fool  of  her.  But  striking  a 
picturesque  attitude,  Madge  said  impressively,  while 
her  sunken  eyes  seemed  to  blaze  with  unnatural 
light— 

"  Scorn  not  my  power,  or  may-be  ye  will  rue  it. 
An  I  fail  tae  dae  what  I  say  Fll  dae,  ye  will  lose 
naething.  An  I  gie  ye  back  your  lass,  ye'll  gie  me 
shelter  for  the  rest  of  my  days,  for  I'm  getting  auld, 
an  my  limbs  are  weak.  An  ye'll  no  agree  to  that 
I'll  tak  myser  awa\" 

She  drew  her  ragged  plaid  about  her  bony 
shoulders  and  turned  to  go,  but  the  Lady  stopped 
her,  for  she  could  lose  nothing  by  humouring  the 
strange  creature. 

"  Stay,"  she  said,  you  shall  mak'  your  charm ; 
and  if  ye  dae  as  ye  say,  I'll  gie  you  lodging  and 
your  meals  meat  for  the  rest  of  your  days." 

"  Ye  will  swear  that,  by  the  Heaven  aboon  ye  ?  " 
Madge  remarked. 

"  Ay,  I  swear  it  solemnly  by  the  Heaven  aboon 
me/'  answered  the  Lady. 

"  Rab  Forbes,  ye  are  a  witness  tae  that,"  said 
Madge. 

"I'm  a  witness  tae  that,"  answered  Rob, and 
now  to  your  charm,  what  is  it?" 

The  weird  woman's  withered  face  showed  great 


Madge  d  the  Hills 


229 


satisfaction,  and  she  demanded  to  have  a  few  burn- 
ing brands  brought  into  the  courtyard  and  placed 
on  the  ground.  In  a  few  minutes  this  was  done. 
Then  Madge  divested  herself  of  her  plaid,  and 
shaking  her  straggling  iron  grey  hairs  loose,  she 
presented  a  strange  and  startling  figure,  well  cal- 
culated to  impress  the  superstitious  minds  of  the 
on-lookers,  for  nearly  all  the  household  had  crowded 
into  the  courtyard.  Madge  stretched  her  long  arms 
at  their  full  length  above  her  head,  and  in  this 
attitude  she  walked  slowly  and  with  measured  steps 
seven  times  round  the  burning  pieces  of  wood, 
chanting  some  strange  and  unintelligible  words. 
Suddenly  she  stopped,  and  closing  her  eyes 
appeared  to  fall  into  a  sound  sleep,  her  chin  droop- 
ing on  her  breast.  This  lasted  for  three  or  four 
minutes.  She  awoke  with  a  start,  and  traced  a 
circle  with  her  staff  round  the  fire,  and  in  this  circle 
she  squatted  down,  still  mumbling  and  makingpasses 
in  the  air  with  her  hands.  She  next  drew  from  her 
pouch  that  hung  at  her  waist  a  little  canvas  bag, 
filled  with  something,  and  an  oblong,  transparent, 
and  beautifully,  polished  crystal,  that  was  flat  on  one 
side  and  concave  on  the  other.  In  size  and  shape 
it  was  like  the  half  of  a  large  pear.  She  breathed 
on  this  crystal  and  placed  it  on  the  ground.  Then 
she  took  from  the  bag  some  dark-brown  powder, 
which  she  sprinkled  on  the  fire.  Instantly  it 
caused  a  dense  column  of  thick,  yellow,  resinous 
smoke  to  arise,  and  in  this  column  of  smoke  she 
held  the  crystal  for  some  moments,  muttering  all 
the  time.  She  withdrew  it  at  length  as  the  smoke 
died  away,  and  peering  into  it,  she  uttered  a  cry 
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and  grinned,  displaying  all  the  blackened  fangs 
that  still  remained  in  her  gums. 

"  Ah,  ah !  "  she  cried,  "  the  magic  stone  does  not 
fail  me.  Your  lassie  is  alive,  and  she  is  in  the  hands 
of  your  auld  enemy  Muat  o'  Abergeldy." 

At  this  announcement  the  Lady  o'  Brux  fairly 
staggered  with  amazement,  and  gasped  out 
breathlessly  : 

^^Is  this  true?'' 
Ay,  sure  as  death,''  said  Madge,  still  peering 
into  her  crystal. 

"  I  see  some  horsemen  carrying  her  awa,"  and  they 
tak'  her  tae  Badenyon,  and  she  is  there  th'  noo." 

By  the  ashes  of  my  dead  kin,''  cried  the  Lady 
excitedly.  "  I  vow  an  this  be  so  Til  raze  Badenyon 
over  the  head  of  that  accursed  Muat,  and  the 
old  fox  and  a'  his  cubs  shall  be  hacked  into 
mincemeat." 

Then  for  the  first  time  she  seemed  to  remember 
her  own  prisoner,  and  turning  to  one  of  her  hench- 
men, she  said  : 

"  What,  ho  !  Alec,  what  o'  James  o'  Abergeldy  !  " 

^'We  hae  him  snug,  Lady,  and  we  await  your 
pleasure  in  respect  tae  him,"  was  the  answer. 

"  I'll  send  a  message,"  exclaimed  the  Lady  with 
a  bitter  laugh,  "to  auld  Muat  at  Badenyon,  that  an 
he  returns  not  my  lassie  within  twenty-four  hours, 
he  shall  ha'e  his  cousin  in  pieces." 

Madge  rose  to  her  feet  and  holding  her  hand  up 
in  a  commanding  way,  she  said  : 

'  No,  Lady,  ye  maun  dae  nae  sich'na  thing,  or  the 
Muat  would  retalliate  and  send  ye  your  dochter  in 
the  same  state." 
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"  The  Forbeses  and  the  Camerons  shall  combine 
and  we'll  storm  the  auld  villain's  stronghold  and 
rescue  her,"  said  Robert,  forgetting  in  his  excite- 
ment that  he  could  not  command  his  father's  clan. 

"  That  winna  dae  either/'  answered  Madge.  Ye 
maun  leave  the  matter  in  my  hands.*' 

*'But  hoo  will  ye  rescue  Kate?"  demanded  the 
widow,  manifesting  intensely  anxious  distress. 

"  That  is  my  ain  affair,"  answered  Madge.  "  But 
I  undertake  to  restore  her  tae  ye  within  four  days 
frae  noo." 

Four  days  !  That's  a  long  time,"  said  the  Lady 
musingly,  and  seeming  to  be  undecided  what  to  do. 
But  Robert  had  been  turning  the  matter  over  in  his 
own  mind,  decided  her  by  saying  : 

"  Old  Madge  is  right.  It  would  be  dangerous  to 
make  any  attack  on  Muat  while  Kate  is  in  his 
power.  Madge  will  help  us.  Let  us  depend  upon 
her.  When  once  Kate  is  free,  then" — he  ground  his 
teeth  and  clenched  his  fists  ;  and  an  expression  so 
utterly  unlike  his  ordinary  expression  came  into 
his  face,  that,  compared  to  it,  it  was  veritably 
ferocious. 

"  Then,  what  ?  "  asked  the  Lady  of  Brux. 

"Then  the  Laird  o'  Abergeldy's  day  are  numbered, 
or  mine  are,"  he  added. 

The  Lady  could  not  help  saying : 

"  Ah,  I  fear  me  they  will  be  your  own  days." 

Rob  shrugged  his  shoulders  with  an  air  of  in- 
difference, and  answered  : 

"  Well,  it  is  at  least  good  to  die  for  sweet  love's 
sake,  and  if  I  am  not  to  have  Kate  better  far  that  I 
were  dead." 
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"  Love  is  all  powerful/'  put  in  Madge,  "  and 
neither  power  nor  strength,  nor  bolts  nor  bars,  can 
prevail  against  it." 

These  words  gave  Robert  new  hope,  and  he  felt 
drawn  towards  Madge,  for  in  his  present  frame  of 
mind  anything  in  the  nature  of  sympathy  was 
welcome. 

After  some  further  discussion  between  the  Lady 
of  Brux  and  Robert  it  was  decided  that  Madge 
should  set  off  upon  her  mission  at  once,  and 
turning  to  her  the  Lady  said,  as  if  in  warning  : 

"We  depend  upon  you  Madge.  Do  not  fail  us. 
Four  days  mind  you  yourself  have  named."  Then 
addressing  her  people,  she  exclaimed.  "  Open  the 
gates  freely  tae  this  witch  when  she  comes  in  and 
when  she  wants  tae  go." 

The  people  regarded  Madge  with  positive  awe 
now,  and  had  not  the  slightest  doubt  about  her 
supernatural  powers.  She  seemed  well  satisfied 
with  her  morning's  work.  She  was  a  singularly 
cunning  woman,  and  knew  only  too  well  how  to 
trade  upon  the  superstitious  fears  of  the  ignorant. 
It  is  probable  that  before  she  went  to  the  Castle 
she  was  well  acquainted  with  all  the  circumstances 
of  Kate's  abduction.  She  may  even  have  gained 
the  information  from  one  of  the  Muats,  for  she  was 
was  always  moving  about  the  country,  and  not 
much  escaped  her.  Her  pretended  ability,  however, 
to  read  the  event  in  her  so-called  magic  crystal  made 
a  effect,  and  few  people  would  have  been  strong-  \ 
minded  enough  to  roundly  express  doubt  of  the  old  \ 
creature's  magic  skill.  She  had  taken  advantage  of 
Kate's  disappearance  to  make  a  good  bargain  for 
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herself,  for  she  could  no  longer  blink  the  fact  that 
she  was  growing  old  and  feeble,  and  some  provision 
for  shelter  and  food  for  the  future  was  necessary. 
She  had  not  earned  this,  however,  yet.  She  had 
to  restore  the  lost  girl,  and  unless  she  succeeded  she 
would  not  only  lose  the  shelter,  and  food  she  craved, 
but  her  reputation  would  suffer.  Whether  she  did 
succeed  or  not  will  be  presently  shown.  As  she 
strode  off  towards^  the  gate  the  Lady  exclaimed,  as 
as  a  final  reminder  and  warning : 

"  Remember,  Madge,  in  four  days." 

The  old  hag  turned  round  and  stopped,  and  rais- 
ing her  hand  as  she  always  did  when  she  wanted  to 
be  unusually  impressive,  she  replied  in  a  deep, 
hollow  tone  : 

"  In  four  days.  I  have  spoken."  Then  without 
another  word  she  passed  out  of  the  Castle,  and, 
rapidly  descending  the  hill,  she  disappeared  in  the 
Strath. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 

A  MONSTER 

For  two  days  after  her  abduction  Kate  Cameron 
saw  no  one  but  the  woman  who  was  told  off  to 
attend  to  her.  This  person  was  not  communicative, 
and  being  deeply  imbued  with  clanish  hatred  for 
the  Camerons,  she  did  not  attempt  to  conceal  her 
dislike  for  her  charge. 

Kate's  feelings  may  be  better  imagined  than 
described.  She  fretted  and  chafed  under  the 
restraint,  and  almost  became  distracted  as  she 
thought  of  her  mother,  and  Robert,  and  of  the 
dreadful  state  they  would  be  in.  She  tried  to  induce 
her  attendant  to  convey  a  message  to  Brux,  promis- 
ing her  a  large  reward.  But  the  woman  declined 
with  the  utmost  scorn,  saying — 

"  I  wouldna  lift  my  little  finger  tae  aid  ye ;  an 
though  ye  be  o'  my  ain  sex,  I  would,  an  I  had  my 
way,  hang  ye  frae  the  tower,  and  leave  ye  there  till 
the  corbies  and  hawks  had  picked  the  flesh  aff  your 
banes." 

"  You  she- wolf,"  cried  Kate,  passionately,  "  take 
yourself  away,  and  dinna  torture  my  een  with  sight 
o'  your  foul  face  again." 

The  woman  laughed  scornfully,  and  merely 
replied — 

"  Fse  warrant  ye'll  hae  some  o'  that  proud  blood 
taken  oot  o'  ye  afore  we  pairt." 
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The  following  morning  the  Laird  himself  visited 
the  poor  girl,  who  shuddered  with  instinctive 
disgust  the  moment  she  beheld  him,  for  she 
regarded  him  as  the  murderer  of  her  father  and 
brothers,  and  she  felt  that  had  she  been  possessed 
of  a  dagger  she  would  at  all  risks  have  plunged  it 
into  him. 

"Weel,  lassie,"  he  began,  "is  a*  gangin'  weel 
wi'  ye?  Ye  are  no  lodged  so  sumptuously  as 
we  would  wish  for  ye,  but  ye  see  Badenyon's 
a  rough  kin  o*  place.  It's  mair  for  fechtin'  than 
junkettin'.'* 

"  Laird,"  she  said  proudly,  "  do  not  come  here  to 
mock  me.  But  whatever  you  intend  to  do,  do  it 
soon,  and  end  my  agony  of  suspense." 

"  Dinna  be  so  fiery,"  he  returned.  "  It's  a  faut  o' 
your  people  that  their  notions  about  themselves 
are  far  too  exalted.  The  Muats  are  as  good  as  the 
Camerons,  and  maybe  better ;  but  though  there  is 
bad  bluid  between  us,  I  see  nae  reason  why  you  and 
I  shouldna  be  friends." 

She  started  back  with  a  shudder,  and  looking  at 
him  with  fiery  eyes,  exclaimed — 

"  Be  friends  !  we  be  friends  !  "  Then  she  broke 
into  a  bitter  cynical  laugh,  and  added,  "surely, 
Laird,  you  are  dreaming  if  you  imagine  I  could 
look  upon  you,  whose  hands  are  reeking  with  the 
blood  of  my  father  and  my  brothers,  with  friendly 
eyes.  You  are  a  murderer,  and  the  murderer's 
brand  is  on  your  forehead." 

"  You  speak  falsely,"  he  answered  warmly. 
"  Your  father  and  your  brothers  were  slain  in  fair 
fight." 
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"  You  He,"  she  cried,  with  passionate  vehemence 
that  astonished  him.  "  You  slew  them  by 
treachery." 

*^  No  ;  it  wasna  treachery,"  he  answered. 

"  Your  hoose  has  long  boasted  that  ane  Cameron 
was  aye  equal  tae  twa  Muats,  and  as  we  were 
willing  tae  admit  the  truth  o'  that,  we  opposed 
oorsel's  as  twa  tae  ane,  and  ye  ken  weel  my  ain  sons 
were  laid  low." 

Ay,  and  the  justice  of  heaven  was  surely  blind 
when  it  allowed  you  to  escape  with  your  worthless 
life,"  said  Kate,  with  stinging  bitterness. 

"That's  a  matter  o'  opinion,"  he  answered, 
regaining  his  composure.  "  IVe  often  heard  o'  your 
beauty,  but  I  didna  know  that  ye  were  possessed 
of  such  a  venomous  tongue." 

"  Would  that  my  tongue  could  poison  you,"  she 
cried. 

"That's  no'  a  very  charitable  wish  for  my 
guest  tae  gi'e  utterance  tae,"  he  said,  with  a 
smile. 

"  Fm  not  your  guest,  but  your  prisoner,"  she 
answered,  "but  though  I  am  your  prisoner,  I 
tell  you  to  your  face  that  I  hate  and  despise  you." 

"  Ye  will  grow  mair  wise  before  lang,"  he  answered 
pointedly,  as  though  there  was  some  hidden  mean- 
in  his  speech.  "  But  sin  ye  are  in  such  a  bad 
temper  I'll  leave  ye.  A  newly-caught  bird  is 
aye  a  bit  wild.  But  I've  tamed  the  eagles  o' 
my  native  hills  tae  eat  peacefully  out  o'  my 
hands,  and  I'm  no'  without  hope  that  I'll  succeed 
in  bringing  ye  tae  the  same  condition  o'  submissive- 
ness." 
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Kate  would  have  made  some  reply,  but  he 
gave  her  no  chance  leaving  the  room  before  she 
could  speak.  She  was  relieved  when  he  had  gone, 
but  her  agony  of  mind  and  her  irritation  were  so 
great  that  she  felt  as  if  she  would  do  something 
desperate  to  herself. 

The  woman  visited  her  two  or  three  times  to 
bring  her  food,  and  each  time  she  came  she  dis- 
played her  spite  and  ill-feeling  in  a  marked  way. 
With  this  exception,  the  poor  girl  was  not  further 
troubled.  She  had  no  inclination  for  food,  and 
could  not  eat.  Her  distress  of  mind  and  suspense 
was  dreadful.  She  examined  the  room,  but  it 
offered  no  means  to  her  of  escape.  It  was  small 
and  situated  in  the  tower.  The  walls  were  solid 
stone  whitewashed.  The  window  was  exceedingly 
small  and  embrasured,  and  far  from  the  ground. 
There  was  a  large  fireplace  with  an  open  chimney, 
but  the  chimney  itself  was  protected,  as  was  almost 
invaribly  the  case  in  those  feudal  strongholds, 
by  two  massive  iron  bars  let  into  the  solid  stone- 
work. 

Kate  recognised  with  a  groan  that  escape  was 
absolutely  impossible,  and  unless  she  was  released 
by  something  only  a  little  short  of  a  miracle  her  case 
was  hopeless. 

She  passed  an  awfully  wretched  and  restless 
night,  and  tried  to  devise  some  plan  for  getting 
free.  But  she  could  think  of  nothing.  Her  only 
hope  lay  in  the  possibility  of  her  friends  being  able 
to  effect  her  release. 

In  the  course  of  the  morning  she  was  visited 
again  by  the  Laird.    It  seemed  as  if  he  had  been 
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to  trouble  to  smarten  himself  up.  He  wore  a 
brand  new  plaid,  fastened  at  the  shoulder  with  a 
massive  silver  brooch ;  and  he  also  had  on  new 
shoes,  adorned  with  silver  buckles  ornamented  with 
diamonds. 

"  I  gi'e  ye  guid  morn,  lassie,"  he  said  pleasantly- 
"Ye   are  no  looking  as  fresh  and  bricht   as  ye 
micht  dae,  and  we'll  see  if  we  canna  let  ye  oot  for  a 
wee  bittie.'' 

"  Kate's  heart  beat  faster  as  she  drew  hope 
from  this,  and  she  answered  him  quickly — 

"  An  you  do  not  let  me  oot  you  will  hae  a  corpse 
on  your  hands,  for  I  shall  die." 

"Weel,  weel,  we  are  no'  for  letting  ye  dee  yet, 
I've  been  thinking  aboot  ye  a'  the  nicht,  and  when 
I  went  tae  sleep  I  dreamed  aboot  ye.  I  didna 
think  until  I  set  my  een  upon  ye  that  the  valley  o* 
Stra'don  could  produce  siccan  a  bonnie  flower  as 
yoursel',  and  I'm  just  going  tae  propose  tae  marry 

ye." 

Kate  looked  up  at  him  in  dumb  amazement. 
His  presumption  and  self  assurance  were  astounding. 
He  did  not  seem  in  the  least  disconcerted  by  her 
indignant  amazement,  but  said  blandly — 

"  Ye  see,  lassie,  I'm  a  widower,  and  sin'  I  lost 
my  sons  on  that  terrible  day  in  Drumgoudrum  I've 
felt  sair  lanesome.  It's  true  I'm  auld  eneuch  tae  be 
be  your  father,  but  that  doesna  matter.  A  young 
lassie  may  wed  on  tae  an  auld  man,  and  I'll  be  a 
guid  man  tae  ye." 

He  paused  to  see  the  effect  of  his  words  upon  her, 
and  no  doubt  he  was  surprised  and  astonished,  but 
outwardly  he  preserved  a  semblance  of  the  utmost 
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calmness,  and  serenity  of  nnind.  She  was  pale 
almost  to  deathliness,  but  her  eyes  appeared  to 
blaze. 

"  You  loathsome  toad/*  she  exclaimed  between 
her  teeth.  "  Sooner  than  wed  with  my  father's 
and  brothers'  murderer,  I  would  lie  down  on  the 
floor  and  let  ye  trample  me  into  pulp  wtth  your 
great  feet.  Woman  never  hated  man  before  as  I 
hate  you." 

"  Tut,  tut,  lassie,"  he  answered.  "  Ye  are  o'er 
young  yet  and  ye  dinna  ken  muckle  aboot  the  ways 
o'  the  world.  My  hoose  is  a  powerful  one,  and 
wedded  on  tae  your's,  we  can  make  a  family 
sae  Strang  that  we  can  defy  all  the  clans  in 
Aberdeenshire.  It's  the  best  way  I  ken  o' 
cementing  oor  differences.  I'll  gi'e  ye  a  braw 
dowry,  and  ye'll  soon  come  tae  regard  me  wi' 
affection." 

So  great  was  her  disgust,  so  unspeakable  her 
scorn,  that  she  could  scarcely  find  words  in  which 
to  express  herself,  but  she  managed  to  say — 

"  An  you  do  not  want  tae  see  me  go  ravin'  mad 
in  your  presence  take  yourself  awa',  for  the  very 
sight  o'  you  poisons  me.  An  I  were  to  wed  with 
the  likes  of  you  the  ghosts  of  my  murdered  kin 
would  haunt  me.  Their  blood  lies  upon  you,  and 
if  I  were  to  wed  with  you,  I  should  be  thrice 
accursed,  and  Heaven  would  shut  its  gates  against 
me. 

"  That's  strong  language."  he  observed. 

"  It's  no  strong  enough,"  she  cried,  growing 
passionate  in  her  burning  indignation,  and  excited 
through  anger.      I  loathe  you,  and  the  very  sight 
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of  you  makes  me  feel  faint  and  sick.  And  hark  ye 
to  this,  Laird  o'  Abergeldy — I  have  vowed  a  vow, 
and  ril  keep  it  or  die,  that  no  man  shall  ever  wed 
with  me  until  he  has  first  killed  you.  I  would  wed 
with  the  Fiend  himself  an'  he  would  still  the  beating 
of  your  treacherous  heart." 

"  I  didna  think  there  could  be  so  muckle  poison  in 
ane  sae  beautiful  as  yourself,"  he  answered, 
displaying  for  the  first  time  some  irritation.  "  But 
I  am  of  opinion  that  I  can  extract  that  poison  from 
ye.  Pm  just  charmed  wi'  ye,  ye  ken,  and  Fm  no 
disposed  tae  let  ye  awa'  from  me  noo  that  Fve  been 
sae  fortunate  as  tae  get  ye  intae  my  keeping." 

At  these  words  Kate  paled  again,  and  exclaimed 
with  great  excitement, 

"  You  must  and  shall  let  me  away.  I  say  you 
must  and  shall,  or  beware  of  the  consequences. 
You  and  your  clan  shall  be  exterminated  root  and 
stump  from  the  soil,  and  in  time  to  come  men  shall 
speak  of  you  as  the  black-hearted  coward  and 
treacherous  Laird  o'  Abergeldy." 

He  laughed  coarsely,  and  said — 
Ye  pour  oot  your  fierce  words  as  water  runs  doon 
a  burn.  But  Fm  no  affected.  I  can  tame  the  savage 
eagles,  and  Fll  tame  you.  An  ye  will  no'  lat  me  woo 
ye  by  fair  means,  by  Abraham  in  heaven  Fll  hae  ye  by 
foul."  He  banged  his  heavy  hand  on  the  table  and 
seemed  to  shake  all  the  place,  and  he  added  with 
great  emphasis — "  Ye  shall  sit  at  my  board,  and  lie 
in  my  bed,  and  not  all  the  Camerons  in  Scotland 
shall  tak'  ye  frae  me.  I  ha'e  spoken,  tak'  good 
note  o'  my  words,  for  a  Muat  breaks  not  his  word." 

He  had  become  a  little  excited,  and  rising  from 
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his  seat  he  paced  about  the  room,  his  heavy  tread 
causing  the  floor  to  vibrate. 

Kate  was  horrified  at  his  manner,  and  perfectly 
appalled  as  she  realised  how  thoroughly  she  was  in 
his  power.  Nevertheless  so  strong  was  her  indig- 
nation and  her  repugnace  at  the  bare  idea  that  this 
human  brute  would  force  her  to  sit  at  his  board  and 
lie  in  his  bed,  and  so  deep  was  her  hatred  for  him, 
that  she  cried  out  with  fiery  vehemence — 

"  Not  only  does  a  Muat  break  his  word,  but  an 
they  are  all  like  you  they  are  more  objectionable 
than  the  most  loathsome  thing  that  crawls.  An 
you  were  but  to  touch  me  I  would  in  my  despera- 
tion tear  your  eyes  from  your  head.  I  feel  poisoned 
and  tainted  by  your  very  presence  ;  your  touch 
would  drive  me  raving  mad." 

He  smiled  wickedly  and  approached  her,  while 
she,  with  a  cry  of  alarm,  retreated  into  a  corner. 

"  Let  me  put  it  to  the  test,"  he  said,  and,  with  a 
sudden  movement,  he  caught  her  in  his  arms,  and 
held  her  in  a  grip  like  a  vice.  She  was,  in  fact,  as 
powerless  in  his  arms  as  a  babe.  He  seated 
himself  on  a  stool,  and  held  her  as  a  mother  would 
hold  her  child.  Then  he  rubbed  his  face  against 
hers,  and  kissed  her  from  the  roots  of  her  hair  to 
her  neck. 

She  inwardly  shrank  from  him  with  unutterable 
loathing  ;  but  she  could  not  cry  out,  for  her  tongue 
clove  to  the  roof  of  her  mouth,  and  she  could  not 
move,  for  he  encircled  her  with  his  giant  arms  ;  and 
against  his  mighty  strength  she  was  helpless  as  a 
gazelle  in  the  jaws  of  a  Hon.  Her  excitement,  and 
the  muscular  effort  she  made  to  free  herself,  had 
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caused  her  face  to  become  purple,  and  the  veins  in 
her  neck  and  forehead  stood  out  Hke  cords.  This 
alarmed  him  somewhat,  so  that  he  relaxed  his  hold, 
and  she  managed  to  get  her  arms  free.  With  a 
sudden  movement  she  snatched  the  skein  from  the 
straps  round  his  leg,  and  notwithstanding  her 
awkward  position,  she  aimed  a  blow  at  him.  The 
dagger  struck  him,  on  the  jaw  bone  to  the  left  of  the 
chin  making  a  slight  wound  ;  and  then  glancing  off 
the  bone  it  penetrated  his  neck  to  the  depth  of 
about  half-an-inch,  and  the  blood  flowed  freely. 

He  lost  his  temper  now,  and  wrenching  the  skein 
from  her  hand  made  a  motion  as  if  he  was  going  to 
plunge  it  into  her.  But  he  changed  his  mind  in 
time,  and  literally  flung  her  from  him,  so  that  she 
fell  heavily  to  the  floor, 

"  You  reptile,'^  he  roared.  "  An  ye  are  so  danger- 
ous as  that  ye  maun  ha'e  your  fangs  drawn.  I'll 
keep  ye  now,  and  tame  ye,  and  tak'  all  the  pride  oot 
o'  ye,  and  when  IVe  done  wi'  ye,  I'll  send  ye  back 
tae  your  people  wi'  a  skein  sticking  in  your  adder's 
heart." 

The  sight  of  his  own  blood  seemed  to  have  made 
him  furious  and  he  was  livid  with  passion,  shaking 
his  ponderous  fist  at  her  as  she  lay  an  inert  mass  on 
the  floor.  But  his  words  were  lost  upon  her,  for  she 
was  in  a  deep  swoon.  At  last,  when  he  had  ex- 
hausted his  passion,  and  feeling  some  alarm  at  the 
quantity  of  blood  that  flowed  from  the  wound  in  his 
neck,  he  delivered  a  parting  growl,  and  left  the 
room,  leaving  her  lying  there  motionless  and  pallid 
as  a  corpse. 


CHAPTER  XXV 

A  CRAFTY  KNAVE 

Muat'S  coarse  and  brutal  nature  was  thoroughly 
aroused  by  the  opposition  he  had  met  with  at  the 
hands  of  Kate.  In  this  frail  and  beautiful  girl,  he 
had  not  anticipated  for  a  moment  that  he  would  find 
a  spirit  so  determined  and  dangerous.  His  feeling 
towards  her  was  that  of  fierce  spite,  and  for  some 
time  he  had  hard  work  to  resist  the  temptation  to 
hang  her  and  send  her  body  to  her  mother,  although 
he  knew  that  this  would,  as  a  matter  of  course,  seal 
the  death  warrant  of  his  cousin  Jamie.  But  though 
he  would  have  preferred  that  Jamie's  life  should  not 
have  been  sacrificed  at  the  hands  of  the  Camerons, 
he  was  not  deeply  concerned  about  Jamie's  fate. 

At  length  he  did  conquer  the  temptation  and 
allow  his  better  judgment  to  prevail ;  for  when  he 
was  enabled  to  reflect  more  calmly  he  knew  that  if 
he  took  the  life  of  this  girl,  it  would  be  regarded  as 
such  an  unjustifiable  outrage  that  he  would  raise  up 
a  host  of  enemies  against  him,  and  a  terrible  revenge 
would  be  exacted  by  the  Camerons  and  the  allies 
they  would  be  able  to  obtain.  Nevertheless  he 
swore  an  oath  that  he  would  humble  and  humiliate 
Kate  into  the  very  dust. 

ril  bend  her  stiff  neck,"  he  cried,  and  Til  tak' 
every  atom  o'  pride  oot  of  her." 
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The  wound  she  had  inflicted  upon  him  irritated 
and  fretted  him  all  night  long,  for  it  continued  to 
bleed  for  several  hours,  and  the  skill  of  the  leech 
who  always  travelled  in  the  Laird's  retinue  was 
taxed  to  the  utmost.  Possibly  his  skill  was  not  of 
a  very  high  order ;  and  with  a  view  to  allay  the 
Laird's  anxiety  he  told  him  that  there  was  no  danger, 
and  that  the  bleeding  would  be  of  the  greatest  service 
to  him. 

"  In  fac,"  he  added,  "  I've  been  noticing  lately 
that  ye  were  no  looking  sae  weel  as  is  your  wont, 
and  I  was  about  tae  suggest  that  I'd  tak  some  o'  the 
bluid  frae  ye,  but  the  lassie  has  just  saved  me  the 
trouble.  And  though  mebbe  she  hasna  dune  it  sae 
skilfully  as  I  wud  hae  dune  it  myseF  she  has  dune  it 
mair  effectually." 

The  Laird  was  rather  impressed  with  this  argu- 
ment, and  though  up  to  now  it  had  not  struck  him 
that  he  had  been  out  of  his  usual  health,  yet,  on 
coming  to  think  the  matter  over,  he  remembered 
that  he  had  been  feeling  rather  heavy  and  dull ;  and, 
therefore,  he  could  not  help  but  admire  the  leech's 
wonderful  skill  that  enabled  him  to  detect  this. 

"  Man,  ye  are  a  clever  deil,"  he  exclaimed  in  a 
burst  of  enthusiasm,  "  I  believe  ye  could  bring  me 
back  tae  life  if  any  of  my  enemies  were  to  kill 
me.'^ 

The  leech  smiled  sweetly  and  bowed  profoundly, 
but  possibly  the  smile  was  called  into  existence  by 
the  extreme  gullibility  of  his  patient. 

When  the  night  had  more  than  half  spent  itself, 
the  Laird  sank  into  a  heavy  sleep,  having  first  dis- 
posed of  nearly  a  gallon  of  ale,  and  a  huge  slice  of 
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boar's  meat,  for,  as  he  said,  he  required  something 
light  to  keep  up  his  strength  after  the  bleeding. 

He  slept  soundly  for  more  than  six  hours,  and  he 
awoke  considerably  refreshed,  though  his  neck  was 
a  little  stiff  and  his  wound  was  sore.  This  caused 
his  ill  feeling  against  Kate  to  display  itself  afresh, 
and  he  mumbled  a  malediction  on  the  whole  race  of 
Camerons. 

Had  he  been  in  possession  of  a  spark  of  chivalry, 
he  would  rather  have  been  stirred  by  a  feeling  of 
admiration  for  the  pluck  and  courage  the  girl  had 
shown.  But  chivalry  was  foreign  to  him.  An 
intense  selfishness  allied  to  a  coarse  and  brutal 
nature,  that  knew  not  how  to  forgive,  and  was 
capable  of  cherishing  an  undying  hatred  against 
those  with  whom  he  could  not  agree,  made  him  about 
as  objectionable  a  man  as  that  part  of  the  country 
could  have  produced. 

The  vow  he  had  made  on  the  previous  night  to 
humble  Kate  was  vividly  brought  back  to  his  mind 
by  the  smarting  and  pain  he  endured  during  the 
time  that  the  leech  was  dressing  his  wound.  Some 
of  the  hair  of  his  beard,  of  which  he  was  exceedingly 
proud,  had  to  be  cut  away,  and  as  this  annoyed  his 
vanity,  he  indulged  in  a  volley  of  round  oaths,  and 
exclaimed,  as  he  stamped  his  ponderous  foot  on  the 
floor : — 

"  A  pest  seize  the  girl.  I  vow  that  I  wud  like  to 
whip  her,  but  that  sonsie  face  o'  hers  is  eneuch  to 
mak  ony  man  boo  down  and  worship  her." 

"Tut,  man,"  answered  the  leech,  with  an  expres- 
sion of  ill-humour,  "  Tm  surprised  tae  hear  that  ye 
are  sae  weak  as  tae  be  blinded  by  sichna  piece  o' 


246  Kate  Cameron  of  Brttx 


painted  clay.  An  I  were  in  your  place  Td  gie  her 
a  sarkfu'  o'  sair  bones,  for  she's  gotten  some  o'  the 
fiend  in  her,  and  she's  sair  dangerous." 

This  leech  had  good  cause  to  be  embittered 
against  Kate,  for  he  had  suffered  at  her  hands.  He 
was  a  young  man  but  intensely  ugly — in  fact  he 
was  considered  to  be  the  ugliest  man  in  Aberdeen- 
shire. He  had  himself  been  smitten  with  Kate,  for 
her  beauty  had  made  her  renowned  through  the 
country,  and  he  was  one  of  a  host  of  admirers. 
But  he  was  bolder  than  the  rest  and  had  per- 
sistently followed  her  about  for  some  time,  much  to 
her  annoyance.  At  length  one  day  she  demanded 
from  him  some  explanation  of  his  conduct,  and  he 
declared  that  he  was  desperately  in  love  with  her, 
and  losing  command  of  himself  he  endeavoured  to 
embrace  her. 

Although  she  burned  with  anger,  she  concealed 
her  resentment  then,  but  determined  to  teach  him 
a  lasting  lesson,  and  with  that  end  in  view  she  made 
an  assignation  with  him  for  the  following  day.  In 
the  meantime,  she  told  her  brother  Angus,  and 
armed  with  a  lithe  willow  rod,  he  took  up  his 
position  at  the  spot  that  had  been  named  for  the 
meeting,  concealing  himself  behind  a  rock.  Kate 
was  there  to  time,  and  when  her  ugly  and  impudent 
admirer  appeared  upon  the  scene,  Angus  came  from 
his  hiding-place  and  administered  such  a  thrashing 
with  the  willow  rod,  that  the  unfortunate  leech  was 
a  mass  of  weals  and  sores  for  many  a  day  after. 
This  little  adventure  he  kept  to  himself,  for  he  knew 
how  he  would  be  laughed  at  if  it  had  become 
known.    But  he  cherished  an  undying  feeling  of 


A  Crafty  Knave  247 


bitterness  against  Kate,  and  longed  for  some  oppor- 
tunity of  revenging  himself,  though  he  hardly 
deemed  it  possible  that  such  an  opportunity  would 
occur.  Now  a  totally  unlooked  for  chance  had 
actually  placed  the  girl  under  the  same  roof  with 
him,  and  though,  with  the  artfulness  of  the  knave, 
he  had  concealed  his  feeling  from  the  Laird,  he  was 
nevertheless  resolved  to  take  his  revenge  now,  while 
he  had  the  means  of  doing  so. 

"  Ay,  she's  a  deil's  bairn  and  she's  as  prood  as 
Lucifer  himself,"  replied  the  Laird  musingly,  "  What 
Fd  like  tae  dae  wud  be  tae  tak  that  pride  oot  o' 
her." 

"  Man,  that's  easy  eneuch,"  answered  the  leech, 
with  a  chuckle. 

"  Hoo  wud  ye  dae  it  then  ?  " 

"  Hoo  ?  Well  that  depends  what  ye  want  tae 
dae." 

"  I'd  like  tae  crush  her,"  growled  the  Laird  be- 
tween his  teeth,  as  suddenly  moving  his  head 
round  a  twinge  of  pain  from  the  wound  irritated 
him. 

"  Dae  ye  think  o'  keeping  her  a'thegither  ? " 
asked  the  leech  cautiously,  and  as  a  feeler. 

"That's  difficult,  ye  ken,  for  I'd  raise  all  the 
kintra  against  me." 

"  True,"  responded  the  leech,  stroking  his  beard, 
"  but  if  ye  let  her  gang  awa'  its  pretty  certain  that 
she'll  be  marrying  on  tae  some  ane,  ane  o'  these 
days,  and  then  ye'll  hae  a  new^  enemy  against  ye." 

"  The  foul  fiend  run  aw^a'  wi'  me  if  ye  are  not 
richt,"  cried  the  Laird  as  he  saw  the  situation  for 
the  first  time  in  a  new  light,  "  I've  a  mind  tae  carry 
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her  awa  tae  Abergeldy,  and  mak'  her  wed  wi'  me  or 
kill  her." 

"  Man,  ye  are  simple,"  said  the  leech,  in  a  tone  of 
compassion.  "  Dae  ye  think  your  ain  life  wud  be 
safe  for  a  week  an  ye  were  tae  wed  wi  her?  Fd 
wager  she'd  pit  poison  intil  yer  food,  or  stab  ye 
while  ye  were  lying  asleep  in  your  bed.  I  tell  ye 
again  she's  dangerous." 

The  Laird's  face  darkened  and  his  eyes  were 
filled  with  an  expression  of  fierce  anger  as  he 
said, 

"  Ye  are  richt.  Ye  are  richt.  I  didna  think  o' 
it  in  that  way  before ;  but  I  see  it  clearly  th' 
noo." 

"  Verra  weel  then,"  answered  the  leech  artfully, 
and  seeing  how  easily  he  could  twist  the  Laird 
round  his  fingers,  "  an  ye  wud  save  yourseP  from 
mischief  in  the  future,  ye  maun  tak^  the  danger  oot 
o'  this  jade." 

"  Hoo's  that  to  be  dune  ?  " 

"  Gi'e  me  the  leave  an'  I'll  dae  it  for  ye." 

"  Hoo?" 

"  Ye  ken  the  dead  canna  dae  us  muckle  harm." 
Aweel  ?  " 

"  Well,  then  kill  her,"  answered  the  leech,  with 
brutal  bluntness. 

The  Laird  started.  Bad  as  he  was,  and  hating 
the  Camerons  as  he  did,  this  sudden  suggestion 
nevertheless  made  him  shrink  a  little. 

"  I  canna  dae  that  in  cauld  bluid,"  he  answered 
with  a  peculiar  smile,  "  An  she  were  o'  the  ither 
sex  I'd  dae  it  and  laugh,  but,  man,  though  she's 
got  cloven  feet,  she  has  the  face  o'  a  saint." 
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"  That's  the  mair  reason  why  ye  shouldna  let  her 
tempt  ye  tae  your  fa',"  returned  the  other  insinuat- 
ingly. "  The  Diel  often  comes  to  us  in  disguise ; 
but  when  ye  are  aware  o't  ye  can  guard  against  his 
tricks.  Dinna  gi'e  this  wench  the  chance  o'  being 
your  enemy  ony  mair.  She's  already  drawn  your 
bluid,  and  that's  but  an  earnest  o'  what  she  wud  do 
an  she  got  the  chance." 

The  Laird  banged  his  sledge  hammer  fist  on  the 
table,  and  exclaimed — 

"  Blood  and  lightning,  ye  are  richt."  Then  as  he 
remembered  how  beautiful  she  was,  he  said  in  an 
altered  tone.  "  But  we  mauna  kill  her  jist  richt  afif. 
One  moment  I  seem  tae  hate  her,  an  the  next  feel 
as  if  I  could  juist  gie  a'  I  possess  an  she  would 
favour  me.'' 

"  I  dinna  suggest  that  we  should  kill  her  sudden- 
ly," replied  the  leech  with  a  sort  of  triumphant 
chuckle,  for  he  was  well  pleased  with  himself  that 
he  had  brought  the  Laird  round  so  far  to  his  own 
way  of  thinking.  "  I  can  gi'e  ye  a  compound  that 
if  ye  administer  a  few  draps  tae  her  every  day  for 
eight  or  nine  days,  she'll  gradually  droop  wi'  a  kin' 
o'  natural  illness,  and  at  last  become  deleerit.  A 
wee  bit  before  that  ye  can  send  her  tae  her  hame, 
but  her  doom  will  be  sealed,  for  she  will  dee  before 
three  weeks." 

This  infamous  and  diabolical  proposal  was  received 

by  the  Laird  with  a  grim  smile,  as  he  saw  how  he  could 

deliver  a  crushing  and  perhaps  final  blow  to  the  house 

of  Brux,  which  would  be  all  but  extinct  with  the 

death  of  the  female  representative.    All  the  base 

and  cruel  passions  of  his  nature  were  aroused  as 

16 
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this  final  act  of  revenge  presented  itself  to  him,  and 
being  an  utterly  debased  man — a  man  whose  nature 
was  not  redeemed  by  any  redeeming  virtue — the 
powerful  promptings  of  revenge  could  not  be 
resisted.  It  is  conceivable  in  some  cases  that 
revenge  may  be  justifiable,  and  even  not  lacking  in 
the  heroic,  but  in  this  instance  it  only  served  to 
show  what  an  utterly  base  coward  the  Muat  was. 
Otherwise  he  would  at  least  have  spared  this 
hapless  girl  from  falling  a  prey  to  his  brutal 
passions. 

"  W e'll  carry  oot  your  scheme,''  he  answered,  when 
he  had  reflected  a  bit,  "  but  we  maun  be  cautious. 
We  maun  even  keep  this  matter  frae  oor  ain  folk. 
Moreover,  we  winna  begin  tae  gie  her  the  draps  for 
twa  or  three  days." 

This  wavering  and  inconsistency  on  his  part  only 
proved  to  show  how  weak  and  cowardly  he  was, 
and  the  leech,  thinking  that  after  all  he  might 
relent,  said — 

"  I  didna  think  ye  required  sae  muckle  tae  set  up 
yer  birse—  " 

"  Hoot  awa',  it's  na  that,"  answered  the  Laird 
testily,  "but  it's  a  matter  that  juist  wants  a  bit 
thinking  o'er.  Mairover,  I've  pledged  mysel'  to 
brak  her  pride.  She  has  scouted  me  and  flouted 
me,  and  treated  me  as  though  I  had  been  ane  o'  her 
ain  mongrel  curs.  I'd  like  tae  humble  her  and 
bring  the  red  fire  o'  shame  intae  her  face." 

An  expression  of  malignant  joy  manifested  itself 
in  the  ugly  face  of  the  leech,  as,  rubbing  his  hands 
together  and  chuckling  the  while,  he  answered — 

"  It's  the  richt  o'  every  man  to  humble  his  enemies 
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an  he  can.  This  slut  hates  ye.  She  wud  ha'e  ta'en 
your  Hfe  an  she  could,  and  her  pride  should  be 
brought  doon,  and  she  should  be  made  to  eat  the 
verra  dust.    Give  me  leave  and  I'll  dae  this." 

"  Hoo  will  ye  dae  it  ?  "  asked  the  Laird  quickly. 

"  I'll  dae  it  before  your  verra  een.  In  an  hoor 
frae  this  let  a'  the  people  assemble  in  the  courtyard, 
and  ye  shall  see  hoo  pride  can  ha  e  a  fa'." 

The  Laird  hesitated  for  some  moments,  then  he 
said  reluctantly, 

"  I'll  gie  this  leave,  but  ye  are  no  tae  dae  her 
bodily  harm." 

"  I'll  no  injure  her  body  ;  it's  her  spirit  I'll  break," 
answered  the  crafty  rascal  with  another  chuckle. 

"  In  an  hour  frae  this,  then  ye'll  be  in  this  court- 
yard ?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  Laird,  and  then  wavering 
once  more,  he  said,  "  Stay,  tell  me  what  it  is  ye  are 
gaun  tae  dae." 

"  Can  ye  no  trust  me  ?  " 
Ay,  man,  I  can  trust  ye  weel  eneuch,  but  I'd 
like  to  ken  what  it  is  ye  propose." 

"  I  prefer  no  tae  tell  ye.    It  will  come  tae  ye  as  a 
surprise." 

Fearing  further  objection  on  the  part  of  the 
changeable  Laird,  the  leech  deemed  it  better  to 
depart  at  once,  and  so  took  his  leave.  For  some 
minutes  the  Laird  seemed  inclined  to  call  him  back, 
but  he  suddenly  assumed  a  resolute  air,  and  giving 
effect  to  it  by  stamping  his  foot,  as  was  usual  with 
him,  he  murmured — 

"  He  may  dae  juist  whatever  he  likes  wi'  her,  for 
she  is  a  dangerous  jade,  and  wud  murder  me  an  she 
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got  the  chance.  An  then  she's  a  CamVon  and  a' 
the  Cam'rons  are  my  foes,  and  no  man  should  spare 
his  foes.  An  I  could  mak  her  go  doon  on  her  knees 
at  my  feet  and  ask  for  pity,  Td  sleep  the  sounder  in 
my  bed  the  nicht." 

With  this  sort  of  reasoning  he  tried  to  still  the 
working  of  any  small  shred  of  conscience  remaining 
to  him  at  that  moment.  Then  he  sent  word  to  his 
people  that  they  were  all  to  assemble  in  the  court- 
yard in  an  hour's  time. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

HUMAN  WOLVES 

It  will  be  remembered  that  the  excitement  caused 
by  Muat,  and  his  brutal  violence  towards  her,  caused 
poor  Kate  Cameron  to  swoon.  She  lay  on  the 
floor  in  an  unconscious  state  for  some  considerable 
time ;  and  when  she  did  recover  sensibility  she  was 
dazed  and  stupefied,  and  could  only  recall  what  had 
passed  in  a  vague  sort  of  way  as  one  may  recall  the 
parts  of  a  dream.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  she  imagined 
at  first  she  had  dreamed  the  horrors  which  in  a  misty 
way  her  brain  now  remembered.  She  felt  ill,  and 
with  difficulty  she  dragged  herself  to  the  bed  and 
threw  herself  on  it;  and  she  must  almost  im- 
mediately have  sunk  to  sleep. 

When  next  she  awoke  it  was  broad  day.  She 
was  lying  on  the  bed  fully  dressed.  She  was 
refreshed  by  her  sleep,  and  after  a  time,  during 
which  she  lay  and  pondered  on  all  that  had  passed, 
she  sat  up,  but  her  head  ached,  and  her  body  was 
bruised  and  sore.  Her  mental  distress  was  very 
great,  for  a  sort  of  blank  despair  had  seized  her, 
because  she  could  not  close  her  eyes  to  the  fact, 
after  what  had  passed,  that  she  could  expect  no 
consideration,  and  look  for  no  pity  from  her 
brutal  captor.  She  shuddered  even  as  she  thought 
of  him,  and  she  experienced  such  an  inconceivable 
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dread  of  him  that  she  felt  that,  rather  than  submit 
to  be  touched  by  him  again,  she  would,  if  she  got 
the  chance,  fling  herself  from  the  topmost  turret  of 
the  tower  and  dash  herself  to  pieces  on  the  stones 
below. 

"  Oh,  if  they  would  only  kill  me,"  she  moaned,  in 
her  great  distress  ;  "  if  they  would  only  end  this 
agony  of  uncertainty  and  suspense,  I  believe  I  could 
with  my  dying  breath  breathe  a  blessing  on  their 
heads." 

She  went  to  the  window  and  gazed  out.  She  was 
enabled  to  see  a  pretty  large  space  of  cloud-dappled 
sky,  and  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  a  track  of  woodland 
stretching  up  the  hillside.  It  reminded  her  of  the 
freedom  she  had  enjoyed  up  to  a  few  days  ago  ;  and 
then  she  thought  of  her  mother  and  Rob,  until  com- 
pletely overcome  by  emotion  she  pressed  her  hands 
to  her  throbbing  temples  and  cried  out — 

"  Oh,  God,  I  shall  go  mad,  I  shall  go  mad  !  Let 
me  die,  I  beseech  thee." 

She  tottered  to  the  bed  and  fell  upon  it,  and 
tossed  from  side  to  side  in  her  feverish  distress. 

"  Why  do  my  people  not  come  to  my  rescue  ?  " 
she  moaned. 

Why  has  my  mother  not  raised  the  Camerons, 
and  given  this  wolfs  lair  to  the  flames  ?  I  should 
be  content  to  perish,  too,  so  long  as  the  Muat  and 
his  accursed  tribe  were  destroyed.  And  Rob 
Forbes,  what  art  thou  doing?  Were  the  vows  thou 
mad'st  inscribed  in  sand  ?  Surely  if  thy  love  had 
been  as  strong  as  thou  professed  it  to  be,  thou 
would'st  have  moved  heaven  and  earth  before  this 
to  have  rescued  me  from  the  hands  of  my  enemies." 
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Then  a  new  thought  seemed  to  strike  her — she 
clutched  her  hair  with  both  hands  with  a  spasmodic, 
nervous  energy,  and  starting  up  she  cried  out,  Oh, 
heaven,  pity  me.  It  may  be,  nay,  must  be,  that  my 
people  know  not  where  I  am.  How  can  they 
know  ?  I  was  carried  off  so  unexpectedly  and  so 
suddenly  that  they  would  have  no  means  of  tracing 
me.  Yes,  yes,  it  must  be  so,  for  in  no  other  way, 
could  their  inactivity  be  accounted  for.  An  my 
mother  and  Robert  knew  I  were  here,  I  am  con- 
vinced they  would  raise  the  country  against  Muat. 
I  am  lost  to  them,  lost  to  them,  and  unless  they 
discover  my  whereabouts  by  chance  they  will 
probably  never  know  of  my  fate." 

So  intense  was  her  emotion  at  this  idea  that  she 
sank  back  again  perfectly  exhausted  ;  but  was 
aroused  shortly  by  the  appearance  of  the  waiting 
woman,  who  brought  food.  The  poor  girl  literally 
sprang  at  her,  and  seizing  her  by  the  arm,  exclaimed 
in  a  piteous  appeal  to  her  feelings  : 

"  Woman,  I  have  never  injured  thee,  never  done 
thee  a  personal  wrong.  Take  pity  on  me,  therefore. 
Set  me  free  from  this  place,  and  I  will  make  thee 
rich  beyond  any  dreams  thou  ever  could'st  have 
had." 

The  woman  knit  her  brows  in  stern  anger  ;  and 
shaking  herself  free,  she  said  with  intense  scorn  : 

"  Awa',  thou  art  a  Cameron." 

Kate  drew  back  and  standing  erect,  wuth  stiffened 
arms  and  clenched  hands  pressed  down  at  her  side, 
while  her  pale  face  was  a  study  in  its  pride  and 
disgust,  she  responded  with  measured  accents  : 

"  I  thank  thee  for  reminding  me  of  that ;  and  I 
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blush  with  shame  when  I  think  I — a  Cameron — 
could  so  far  forget  myself  as  to  appeal  to  thee. 
Take  thyself  from  the  room,  for  thy  very  presence 
pollutes  the  atmosphere  I  breathe." 

The  woman  seemed  astonished,  but  she  laughed 
coarsely,  and  said  : 

"Thy  pride  will  receive  a  fall,  and  thy  venemous 
tongue  shall  have  some  of  the  vemon  taken  out  of 
it  before  thou  leavest  here." 

Kate  did  not  deign  to  make  an  answer  to  this, 
and  she  drew  a  sigh  of  relief  as  she  saw  the  creature 
depart.  And  when  once  more  she  was  alone  she 
took  a  few  mouthfuls  of  food.  For  although  she 
was  plunged  in  the  very  lowest  depths  of  despair, 
there  was  yet  a  lingering  ray  of  hope  that  she 
might  be  able  to  effect  her  escape,  and  so  she  must 
keep  her  strength  up.  But  half-an-hour  later  even 
this  ray  seemed  to  be  extinguished  by  the  appear- 
ance of  the  leech. 

She  started  back  as  though  a  serpent  had  suddenly 
come  in  her  way.  For  though  it  was  some  time 
since  she  had  seen  this  man  she  recognised  him 
instantly,  but  he  had  been  far  removed  from  her 
thoughts,  and  she  never  dreamed  of  seeing  him  at 
this  time.  His  coarse,  crafty  face  was  filled  with 
an  expression  of  malignant  delight  as  he  noticed 
her  cowering  away  from  him,  and  observed  her 
surprise  and  alarm. 

"  Thou  did'st  not  expect  to  see  me,"  he  remarked 
tauntingly. 

"  No,"  she  answered,  recovering  herself,  but  still 
betraying  by  her  manner  how  great  was  her 
agitation. 
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"  Ah,  he  who  was  defeated  yesterday  has  his 
triumph  to-day,"  he  answered,  with  a  philosophical 
air.  "  Because  I  dared  to  admire  thee  thy  cub  of  a 
brother,  happily  now  dead,  inflicted  a  chastisement 
upon  me  that  has  rankled  in  my  very  soul.  Now 
the  tables  are  turned.  Thy  brother  is  with  the 
worms,  and  thou  art  here!^ 

The  last  pointed  part  of  his  speech  left  her  no 
doubt,  that  he  was  her  uncompromising  enemy,  and 
that  he  intended  to  have  his  full  measure  of  revenge. 
She  grew  deadly  pale,  and  her  heart  seemed  to  stop. 
"  Oh,  for  a  weapon,"  she  thought,  that  I  might 
defend  myself  against  this  monster."  Then  address- 
him  by  his  name,  she  exclaimed  : 

"  Andrew  Reid,  what  wouldst  thou  with  me  ?  " 

He  gazed  at  her  for  some  moments,  as  though 
her  beauty  had  ^fascinated  him,  for  in  spite  of  her 
distress  of  mind,  in  spite  of  her  paleness,  and  in 
spite  of  a  slight  look  of  haggardness,  she  was  a 
picture.  Her  figure,  somewhat  slight,  was  superb, 
and  might  have  served  as  a  model  for  a  classical 
statue,  while  her  face  was  one  that  seemed  to  have 
been  especially  designed  to  inflame  the  hearts  of 
men.  She  was  now  elegantly  and  tastefully  dressed, 
although  her  clothes  were  rumpled  and  disordered. 
Her  dress  which  hung  with  classical  mould  to  her 
rounded  figure,  was  of  delicate  Italian  velvet  of  the 
rich  hue  of  the  peony.  It  was  trimmed  with  costly 
lace  from  Valenciennes,  and  relieved  at  the  bosom  by 
a  snowy  ruff  of  lawn. 

"  Thou  art  beautiful,"  he  exclaimed. 

"  That  is  not  news,"  she  said  wearily.  "  An  thou 
hast  aught  else  to  say  to  me,  say  it  and  leave  me." 
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"  Thou  art  a  prisoner,"  he  remarked,  as  though  he 
had  not  noticed  what  she  had  said. 

*'That  do  I  know,  also,"  she  answered  with  a 
bitter  smile. 

"  Thou  would'st  give  much  to  regain  thy  liberty  ?  " 

"  Ay,"  she  answered  with  quick  eagerness. 

"  What  would'st  thou  give  ?  " 

"  I  will  give  thee  what  will  make  thee  rich  for 
life  an'  thou  will  set  me  free." 

"  Dost  thou  know  what  will  make  me  rich  for 
life?" 

"  No,  But  an  thou  will  name  the  sum,  I  will  vow 
by  the  name  of  my  dead  kindred  that  it  shall  be 
paid  to  thee." 

^'Pah,"  he  exclaimed  in  disgust,  "it  is  not  thy 
gold  I  want." 

"  What  then,"  she  asked  breathlessly. 

"  Thyself,"  he  answered  with  a  leer. 

"  I  do  not  understand  thee,"  she  said,  in  a  half 
frightened  tone. 

"  Give  me  thyself  Pledge  thyself  to  me.  Be  my 
mistress,  and  I  will  give  thee  freedom  and  be  thy 
devoted  slave." 

She  recoiled  to  the  farthest  limits  of  the  room,  and 
the  hot  blood  of  shame  and  indignation  leapt  into 
her  face. 

"  Thou  art  a  cowardly,  paltry  knave,"  she  cried, 
"  to  thus  take  advantage  of  my  sorrowful  position  to 
insult  me  !  '* 

"  Thou  callest  that  insult  ?  " 

"  Ay,  unpardonable  insult,  coming  from  thee." 
Why  from  me  ?  "  he  asked,  elevating  his  eye- 
brows. 
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"  Because  thou  art  as  foul  and  objectionable  as 
the  toads  on  the  morass,"  she  answered. 

Oh/'  he  said,  with  an  angry  snarl.  "  Then  had 
nature  favoured  me  more — had  she  given  me  a 
shapely  figure  and  a  smooth  skin,  thou  would'st 
have  deigned  to  smile  on  me." 

"  No,"  she  answered  quickly  and  indignantly.  "  I 
meant  not  that.  But  thou  art  aware  that  I  hate 
thee.  Thou  hast  already  persecuted  me  and  suffered 
in  consequence.  Go  thy  ways.  Leave  me  to  my 
misery,  unless  thou  art  pitiful  enough  to  give  me 
something  from  thy  store  of  drugs  that  will  wed  me 
me  instantly  to  death.  An  thou  wilt  do  that  I  will 
die  blessing  thee." 

Pretty  fool,"  he  said  with  a  bitter  sneer,  I  did 
but  test  thee  when  I  sued  for  thy  favour.  I  have 
within  me  the  undying  memory  of  a  shameful 
wrong  suffered  at  thy  hands.  Thou  lookest  upon 
me  in  thy  pride  as  a  dog,  and  thou  shalt  learn  that 
even  a  beaten  dog  can  at  times  turn  and  rend  the 
beater.    Thy  beauty  shall  be  broken." 

Kate  trembled  with  a  new-born  fear ;  for  there 
was  a  menace  in  his  words,  and  his  looks  told  her 
that  he  was  pitiless.  Nevertheless  she  moaned  out 
in  her  distress. 

"  Hast  thou  no  pity  ?  " 

"  Hadst  thou  pity  for  me  when  thy  brother 
flayed  my  skin  ? "  he  answered.  "  The  pity  thou 
gavest  to  me,  thou  shalt  find  that  I  possess." 

He  left  the  room,  and  with  a  cry  of  distress  she 
sank  down  on  her  knees  on  the  floor,  and  covering 
her  face  with  her  hands  she  wept.  But  she  was  not 
left  long  along.    In  about  ten  minutes  Reid  returned, 
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accompanied  by  two  women,  one  of  them  carried  a 
bundle.  Kate  sprang  to  her  feet,  while  a  new  fear 
almost  froze  her  blood.  What  did  this  mean  ? 
What  were  they  going  to  do  with  her  ?  She  had 
not  long  to  wait  in  suspense.  The  two  women  with 
a  mocking  laugh  approached  and  seized  her.  Almost 
paralysed  with  a  sense  of  nameless  dread,  she 
nevertheless  utter  a  feeble  cry  and  struggled.  But 
her  struggles  were  utterly  useless.  Under  the  direc- 
tions of  the  brutal  Reid,  the  women  tore  off  her 
clothes.  They  did  not  wait  to  unfasten  them  in  the 
ordinary  way,  but  literally  tore  them  off  until  she  was 
perfectly  naked.  Next  they  re-dressed  her  in  a 
coarse  sack,  which  they  fastened  at  the  waist  with  a 
common  iron  chain,  as  a  badge  of  slavery,  leaving 
her  bosom  quite  bare.  Round  her  neck  they  put  a 
rope,  with  a  short  end  hanging  down  behind,  and 
they  loosened  her  beautiful  hair  and  covered  it  with 
the  white  ashes  of  burnt  wood. 

When  the  toilet  was  finished  and  the  wretched 
girl  stood  like  one  in  a  trance,  her  neck,  her  arms, 
her  legs  and  feet  bare,  Reid  exclaimed  exultantly : 

"  Thus  shalt  the  proud  be  humbled  even  unto 
sackcloth  and  ashes,  and  the  stiff  neckit  shall  be 
bowed  down  into  the  dust." 

If  she  heard  these  mocking  words  it  must  have 
been  in  a  vague  and  dream-like  way.  For  she  was 
dazed  and  stupid,  and  overwhelmed  with  shame. 

Then  these  human  devils  pushed  her  before  them 
out  of  the  room,  Reid  holding  the  end  of  the  rope, 
that  was  round  her  fair  white  neck  in  his  hand. 

His  snaky  subtlety  had  enabled  him  to  devise  a 
means  for  degrading  her  to  the  utmost  depths  of 
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humility.  To  first  of  all  subject  her  to  a  gross  and  out- 
rageous insult,  and  then  to  lead  her  forth  half  naked, 
and  in  sackcloth  and  ashes,  displayed  a  devilish 
ingenuity  that  could  hardly  have  been  surpassed. 

Fortunately  for  her,  her  sensibility  was  numbed 
by  the  shock  upon  her  nerves.  Insulted  modesty, 
a  burning  sense  of  shame  and  nameless  terror  had 
produced  a  partial  suspension  of  consciousness, 
such  as  might  have  been  the  case  had  she  been 
narcotised  by  drugs. 

She  passed  down  the  narrow  stone  stairs  of  the 
tower  and  along  the  dismal,  vaulted  passage  like  a 
person  who  was  walking  in  sleep ;  but  she  felt  the 
cold  of  the  stones  to  her  bare  feet  and  she  heard  the 
clank  of  the  chain  round  her  waist.  She  was  also 
conscious  of  being  propelled  forward  by  a  strong 
hand  when  she  faltered.  Then  suddenly  she  passed 
the  threshold  of  the  entrance  door  and  stood  in  the 
open  air  at  the  top  of  the  steps.  The  chill  wind 
blowing  about  her  naked  limbs  and  neck  made  her 
shiver ;  and  then  she  felt  as  if  she  was  sinking  into 
the  ground,  as  a  great  roar  of  laughter  and  a  shout 
of  execration  broke  upon  her  ears  from  the  assembled 
people.  For  the  spectacle  of  this  fair  young  girl  in 
such  a  condition  so  tickled  their  risible  faculties  and 
their  vulgar  feelings,  that  they  were  compelled  to 
give  vent  to  them  in  unrestrained  and  mocking 
laughter. 

It  was  pitiable  and  sad  beyond  words  that  men 
and  women  could  be  found  who  could  take  delicrht 
in  so  fiendish  and  cowardly  an  outrage  on  a  young, 
delicate,  and  beautiful  girl,  even  though  she  was 
from  the  enemy's  camp.    But  it  was  only  in  accord- 
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ance  with  the  coarse  spirit  of  the  age ;  and,  unhappily 
in  the  dispute  between  the  rival  clans  v/hich  were 
of  such  frequency  in  these  mountain  districts, 
chivalry  was  utterly  forgotten. 

Instinctively  the  poor  girl  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands,  and,  reeling  as  if  her  strength  had  all 
gone,  she  would  have  fallen  had  the  two  women  not 
supported  her. 

"  Behold ! "  said  Reid  in  a  loud  voice,  "  behold 
the  proud  daughter  of  the  proud  house  of  Brux ! 
Behold  the  fair  child  of  a  race  that  has  scorned  us 
as  if  we  had  been  the  worms  of  the  field.  Behold 
how  humble  she  is  now  !  "  This  was  greeted  with 
another  roar  of  laughter  and  exulting  jeers. 

The  Laird,  who  was  present,  his  wounded  jaw 
tied  up  in  a  handkerchief,  joined  in  the  laughter, 
and  he  gazed  with  gloating  eyes  on  the  delicately 
turned  limbs  and  lily  white  skin  of  his  victim. 

By  my  faith,  but  thou  hast  kept  thy  word,"  he 
remarked,  in  low  tones  to  the  leech,  who  smiled 
craftily  and  answered : 

"  Ay,  I  succeed  in  daeing  maist  things  I  under- 
take ;  but  art  thou  satisfied  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  I  am,"  the  Laird  remarked  with  some 
ambiguity,  "  but  Fm  thinking  you  hae  carried  it  a 
bit  too  far."  Then  addressing  the  miserable  girl, 
caustically,  "  Tm  thinkin'  that  if  the  proud  Lady  o' 
Brux  were  tae  see  ye  the  noo,  she  would  hardly  ken 
her  ain  daughter."  This  was  the  signal  for  another 
roar  of  derisive  laughter,  and  some  one  cried  out : 

"  It's  a  pity  the  Lady  is  no  here." 

Kate  raised  her  eyes  and  looked  at  the  Laird. 
Her  eyes  had  the  appearance  of  being  sunk ;  her 
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face  was  deathly  pale,  and  she  still  wore  a  dazed 
expression,  yet,  nevertheless,  there  was  a  martyr- 
like sweetness  in  her  face,  that  contrasted  strikingly 
with  the  brutal  and  passion-inflamed  faces  of  the 
ignorant  mob  around  her. 

"  It  is  high,  and  noble,  and  grand,"  she  said, 
throwing  all  the  scorn  she  could  summon  into  her 
manner  and  voice,  "  for  thee  and  thy  myrmidons  to 
taunt  a  hapless  and  helpless  girl.  At  least  it  is  so 
from  thy  point  of  view.  But  thou  forgettest  that 
Heaven  hath  eyes,  and  that  this  day's  hellish  work 
will  be  marked  and  noted  for  future  vengeanee." 

"  Tear  the  sack  from  her  and  toss  her  intil  the 
fosse,"  cried  several  voices  angrily  ;  for  the  words 
she  had  spoken  seemed  in  the  nature  of  a  threat. 

The  fiendish  suggestion  would  have  probably 
been  carried  out  if  the  Laird  had  not  interposed. 

"  No,"  he  said  authoritatively,  "  we'll  no  droon  her. 
We  may  require  her  yet  for  some  other  purpose." 
It  is  not  clear  what  he  meant  by  these  w^ords,  unless 
he  thought  that  so  long  as  she  was  in  his  power,  he 
had  an  effective  weapon  against  the  Camerons,  for 
if  they  were  to  shew  any  signs  of  attacking  him,  he 
could  threaten  to  kill  the  hope  of  their  house.  His 
remark  caused  Kate  to  look  up  quickly,  and  she 
displayed  more  animation  than  she  had  hitherto 
done.  For  a  moment  the  dazed  expression  of  her 
face  gave  place  to  one  of  quick,  keen,  appreciative 
intelligence,  and  her  eyes  seemed  to  blaze  out  with 
the  fire  of  a  fierce,  withering  hatred  and  contempt. 

"  Cravens  and  dogs,"  she  exclaimed,  "  you  have 
courage  enough  to  bait  and  torture  me  because  you 
know  I  am  utterly  helpless.    But  you  are  afraid  to 
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take  my  life  lest  Heaven  itself  might  send  a  bolt  of 
fire  to  avenge  the  foul  deed.  But  I  spit  at,  defy, 
and  scorn  you !  I  am  a  Cameron,  and  I  consider 
you  Muats  are  too  base  to  even  wipe  my  feet." 

This  taunting  and  bold  speech  seemed  to  rouse 
the  Muats  into  veritable  fury.  Reid,  the  leech, 
jerked  the  rope  that  was  around  the  poor  girl's  neck, 
nearly  throttling  her,  and  all  but  pulling  her  to  the 
ground.  Then  with  a  fierce  yell  some  of  the  women 
rushed  at  her  like  wild  cats.  They  spat  upon  her, 
they  all  but  denuded  her  of  her  sole  covering,  and 
they  tore  her  white  and  delicate  skin  with  their 
nails,  until  the  blood  streamed  down. 

The  cowardly  cur,  Reid,  made  no  attempt  to 
protect  her.  On  the  contrary,  stirred  by  a  malignant 
spirit  of  the  most  detestable  spite,  he  gloated  over 
her  sufferings.  He  remembered  the  cudgelling  he 
had  received  at  the  hands  of  the  girl's  brother,  and 
at  her  instigation.  Now  his  hour  of  revenge  had 
struck,  and  he  made  the  most  of  it.  But  the  Laird 
regarded  the  scene  with  somewhat  different  eyes. 
The  rare  beauty  of  his  victim  inflamed  him,  and, 
though  exasperated  by  her  still  unbroken  pride,  he 
did  not  like  to  see  so  fair  a  body  torn  by  these 
human  wolves.  With  his  great  arms,  therefore,  he 
swept  the  vixenish  women  away,  and  thundered 
out  in  angry  tones — 

"  Haud  your  hands,  and  touch  her  nae  main" 

Suffering  as  she  was,  her  ashen  face  was  filled 
with  a  look  of  defiance,  and,  turning  her  blood-shot 
eyes  upon  him  as  he  spoke,  she  murmured — 

Why  stop  them  !  Since  your  hounds  and  she- 
cats  have  tasted  blood,  why  not  let  them  tear  me 
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to  pieces.  It  will  afford  them  a  few  minutes'  sport/* 
This  fresh  taunt  and  fresh  defiance  infuriated  the 
people  still  more,  and  their  passion  being  thoroughly 
aroused,  the  Laird  himself  would  probably  have  been 
powerless  to  restrain  them  from  wreaking  their  hatred 
upon  the  victim,  and  killing  her  outright.  But  at 
that  moment  some  commotion  at  the  entrance  gate 
attracted  their  attention,  and  all  eyes  were  turned 
there.  Then  suddenly,  impelled  by  one  impulse, 
they  uttered  a  great  shout  and  rushed  towards  the 
gate  with  outstretched  hands. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII 

TELLS  HOW  MADGE  PUT  A  SPELL  ON  JAMIE 

Notwithstanding  the  arrangement  that  had 
been  made  with  Wild  Madge  o'  the  Hills,  Robert 
felt  some  difficulty  in  restraining  himself  after  she 
had  gone.  And  so  restless  was  he,  so  impatient 
and  sorrowful,  that  he  was  tempted  to  appeal  to 
his  brothers  for  assistance,  and  in  company  with  as 
many  of  his  clan  as  might  be  willing,  as  well  as 
every  man  of  the  Camerons  that  could  be  got 
together  at  short  notice,  proceed  direct  to  Badenyon 
and  make  an  onslaught  on  the  place.  He  men- 
tioned this  to  the  Lady  of  Brux,  but  she  very 
properly  set  her  face  most  resolutedly  against  such 
a  course,  saying  that  it  would  certainly  seal  the 
death  warrant  of  Kate ;  whereas  her  enemies  would 
not  dare  to  offer  her  violence  now. 

"  They  do  at  least  respect  women,"  she  added. 

Alas ;  had  she  had  but  an  inkling  of  the 
barbarous  insults,  unworthy  even  of  savages  that 
were  to  be  heaped  on  her  poor  daughter,  she  would 
have  taken  a  different  view,  and  there  is  no  telling 
to  what  length  her  passionate  anger  would  have 
pushed  her.  As  it  was,  although  the  Muats  had 
had  the  audacity  to  carry  the  girl  off,  the  Lady 
believed  that  her  daughter  would  be  treated  well  ; 
and  that  the  old  crafty  Madge  had  some  well 
defined  plan  for  setting  her  free. 
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Strong  in  this  faith  she  went  back  to  her 
room,  and  to  bed,  for  she  was  exhausted 
and  suffering  ;  and  soon  she  fell  into  a  sound 
sleep. 

Some  hours  later  old  Madge  came  back  ;  and 
she  was  naturally  questioned  by  some  of  the  people 
about  Kate. 

"  I  havena  been  tae  Badenyon  yet,"  she  answered, 
I  ha'e  four  days  in  which  tae  dae  my  wark,  ye 
ken." 

She  was  so  well  known  to  be  an  erratic  and 
eccentric  creature  that  none  was  surprised  at 
anything  she  said  or  did,  and  after  her  exhibition  of 
supernatural  power,  and  which  of  course  the  people 
thoroughly  believed  in,  she  was  regarded  with 
greater  awe  than  ever. 

She  seemed  very  proud  of  the  privileges  that  had 
been  bestowed  upon  her,  of  entering  the  Castle 
when  she  liked,  and  for  a  long  time  she  wandered 
about  the  courtyard  in  an  absorbed  way,  laughing 
and  mumbling  to  herself 

At  last,  when  the  day  was  closing  and  prepara- 
tions were  being  made  for  closing  the  Castle 
for  the  night  against  all  intruders,  she  went 
to  the  chief  warder,  who  was  responsible  for 
the  effectual  guarding  of  the  place,  and  to  him 
she  said, 

"  I  maun  get  speech  wi'  your  prisoner." 
Dae  ye  mean  Jamie  o'  Abergeldy  ?  "  asked  the 
warder  in  surprise. 
"  Ay." 

The  warder  laughed  as  he  replied, 

"  Weel  Madge,  an  it  gies  ye  pleasure,  ye  shall  hae 
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plenty  o'  speech  wi'  him,  for  we'll  shut  ye  up  wi' 
him  a'  the  nicht,  and  Fse  warn  me  that  an  he 
doesna  squeeze  yer  thrapple  as  flat  as  my  hand, 
ye'll  pit  a  spell  on  him  and  turn  him  into  some 
awfu'  monster." 

"  Ye  are  wrang,  my  braw  man,"  answered  Madge, 
with  great  self-possession,  "  I  dinna  want  to  be  shut 
wi'  him  a'  the  nicht.  An  so  far  frae  his  squeezing 
my  thrapple,  I  could,  in  less  time  than  he  could  dae 
that  turn  him  intil  a  toad." 

The  warder  laughed  incredulously,  and  said  with 
irony, 

"  Nae  doot  o'  it,  nae  doot  o'  it,  Madge.  We  ken 
well  ye  hae  power  wi'  the  deil,  an  he  can  dae 
anything  for  they  wha  serve  him.  But  hae  a  care, 
Madge.  Ye  ken  old  Simon,  the  miller  o'  the  Don, 
sold  himself  tae  the  deil,  and  ae  stormy  nicht  the 
fiend  flew  awa'  wi'  him,  and  folk  roun  about  heard 
puir  Simon's  screams  as  he  was  carried  through  the 
air  for  twa  or  three  hours.  He  was  never  seen  ony 
mair,  and,  nae  doot,  he  went  tae  a  warmer  place 
than  Aberdeenshire." 

"  Dinna  haver  so,  ye  puir  doit,"  said  Madge, 
contemptously.  "  But  an  you  would  hae  your 
Lady's  dochter  free,  I  maun^  not  only  hae  speech 
wi'  Jamie,  but  I  maun  dae  wi'  him  what  I  hae 
a  mind." 

And  what's  yer  mind  aboot  him,  Madge  ?  " 

"  I'll  pit  a  spell  upon  him,  sae  that  he'll  hae  nae 
mair  power  than  a  dead  ane  tae  dae  anything 
except  what  I  shall  tell  him." 

"  Aweel,"  exclaimed  the  warder  growing  curious. 

"  Weel,  when  he's  in  that  state,  I'll  lead  him  tae 
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Badenyon,  and  in  his  sleep  he  will  be  able  tae 
point  oot  the  exact  place  where  Kate  Cameron  is 
kept/' 

The  warder  roared  and  as  he  held  his  sides  he 
exclaimed, 

"  Madge,  ye  are  getting  sair  donnard  in  yer 
auld  age.  Dae  ye  think  Fm  sic  a  fule  as  tae  let 
Jamie  oot  noo  that  weVe  gotten  him  under  thack 
and  rape  ?  " 

Madge  was  in  no  ways  put  out,  but  said  quietly 
but  firmly, 

"  Awa  tae  the  Leddy  and  tell  her  I  wad  hae  speech 
wi'  her." 

"The  Leddy  is  tae  her  bed  and  willna  be  dis- 
turbed," answered  the  warder. 

"  Ye  ken  weel  she  said  I  was  tae  dae  as  I  liked," 
returned  Madge,  an'  ye  maun  let  me  dae  what 
I  wish  wi'  Jamie.  An  ye  fin'  I  dinna  pit  him 
intil  the  state  I  tell  ye  of,  ye  needna  let  him 
oot." 

"  That's  a'  richt,"  said  the  warder  wishing  to  end 
the  discussion.  Then  calling  one  of  his  sub- 
ordinates, he  instructed  him  to  take  Madge  to  the 
captive,  and  to  leave  the  door  open,  but  he  added  in 
whisper,  "  Ye'll  tak  guid  care  that  Jamie  doesna  get 
awa'." 

The  man,  having  procured  a  torch,  led  Madge  to 
a  corner  of  the  building  where  an  iron  door  was  let 
into  the  wall.  This  door  he  flung  open  and  revealed 
a  flight  of  stone  steps.  Down  these  he  proceeded 
with  caution,  for  they  were  slippery  and  slimy. 
Madge  followed  him,  and  they  went  along  a  narrow 
vaulted  stone  passage,  the  floor  of  which  was  the 
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natural  earth,  and  it  was  oozy  and  slimy  with  wet 
which  also  dripped  from  the  roof,  while  the  sides 
were  covered  with  green  slime  streaked  with  white. 
The  passage  was  about  twenty  yards  long  and  was 
terminated  by  another  iron  door,  which  the  man 
opened  and  revealed  a  vaulted  dungeon,  foul  and 
foetid  and  noisome.  It  was  lighted  in  the  day  by  a 
narrow  shaft  carried  to  the  upper  air.  The  man 
held  the  torch  above  his  head  and  discovered  Jamie 
lying  in  one  corner  on  a  heap  of  dead  bracken  and 
heather.  He  had  evidently  been  asleep,  but  started 
up  as  the  light  of  the  flaming  torch  fell  upon  him. 
He  was  a  wild,  fierce-looking  man,  with  a  weather- 
beaten  gnarled  face,  that  expressed  cunning  and 
treachery,  and  this  expression  was  heightened  by  a 
pair  ^of  small  keen  ^deep-set  and  ferret-like  eyes. 
His  head  was  covered  with  a  growth  of  tangled, 
coarse,  red  hair,  and  he  had  a  short  stubbly  beard 
that  only  served  to  add  to  his  repellent  and  generally 
savage  aspect. 

He  uttered  a  growl  like  an  animal  that  had  been 
disturbed  in  its  lair,  and  in  a  harsh  guttural  tone 
asked, 

"  What  dae  ye  want  here  ?  Are  ye  gaing  to 
string  me  ?  " 

"  No.  .  .  Fve  come  to  pit  a  spell  on  ye,"  answered 
Madge. 

Jamie  recognised  her  and  said  with  a  snarl, 
Awa'  wi'  ye,  ye  eldritch  beast.    An'  ye'll  pit  a 
spell  on  my  enemies  here  and  tak'  me  oot  o'  this 
awfu'  place,   I'll   gie   ye    something   mair  than 
thanks." 

Madge  took  the  torch  out  of  the  man  s  hand  and 
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then  bade  him  retire  to  the  end  of  the  passage, 
which  he  did  somewhat  reluctantly,  but  he  drew  his 
skein  with  the  intention  of  burying  it  in  Jamie's 
body  if  he  made  any  attempt  to  escape. 

In  about  ten  minutes  this  man  beheld  Madge 
coming  out  of  the  dungeon  backwards  holding  the 
torch  above  her  head.  She  was  followed  by  Jamie 
who  was  bound  round  from  his  shoulders  down  to 
his  thighs  with  a  rope  that  had  been  used  originally  to 
bind  him  when  he  was  captured,  but  it  was  taken  off 
when  he  had  been  placed  in  the  cell  and  left  there. 
The  man  was  awestruck  when  he  beheld  Jamie's 
appearance, for  he  seemed  to  be  in  a  trance.  His  eyes 
were  fixed  and  apparently  glazed,  and  his  face  was 
ghastly  pale.  He  moved  along  like  a  mechanical 
figure  and  Madge  drew  him  after  her  by  a  motion  of 
her  finger. 

The  man  was  averse  to  letting  them  pass  up  the 
steps,  but  Madge  exclaimed  angrily — 

"  Ye  fule,  dae  ye  no  ken  that  on  this  man  depends 
the  life  o'  Kate  Cameron  ?  " 

The  fellow  was  a  little  puzzled  but  not  altogether 
convinced.  Nevertheless,  he  allowed  them  to  go,  he 
preceding.  They  reached  the  courtyard.  Then 
Madge  waved  her  hand  over  Jamie's  head  and  he 
stopped  suddenly  and  was  as  rigid  as  if  turned  to 
stone.  There  was  very  little  perceptible  breathing. 
His  lips  were  tightly  closed  and  his  eyes  fixed. 

The  warder  came  up  in  amazement  and  ex- 
claimed— 

"  What's  the  meaning  o'  this  ?  " 

"  Ye  see  I've  pit  the  spell  upon  him,"  said  Madge. 
"  He  has  nae  mair  power  tae  dae  anything  but 
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what  I  tell  him  than  he  has  tae  flae  up  tae  the 
mune." 

The  warder  crossed  himself  and  answered — 
"  Ye  are  an  uncanny  thing,  and  if  I  had  my  way, 
I  would'nt  allow  ye  tae  be  aboot  the  place.  But 
what  are  ye  gaing  tae  dae  wi'  the  prisoner  ?  " 

"  Fm  gaing  tae  tak  him  tae  the  walls  o'  Badenyon, 
and  in  his  trance  he'll  tell  me  where  Kate  is.  Then 
ril  bring  him  back  and  hell  be  in  the  den  again 
before  the  day  breaks,  an  ye  can  string  him  an  ye 
wish." 

The  warder  scratched  his  head  and  in  his  ignor- 
ance and  superstitious  fear  he  did  not  doubt  that 
Madge  had  really  put  Jamie  into  a  trance.  But, 
notwithstanding  this,  he  would  never  have  allowed 
them  to  leave  the  Castle,  if  the  Lady  of  Brux  herself 
had  not  appeared  on  the  scene.  She  had  been 
informed  by  her  chamber-woman  that  Madge  had 
returned,  and  in  her  anxiety  about  Kate  she  had 
come  down  to  see  if  the  old  creature  had  brought 
any  tidings. 

She  was,  of  course,  utterly  astonished  at  the  sight 
she  beheld,  and  the  warder  briefly  explained  it  to 
her.  Whether  she  had  the  same  faith  in  Madge  as 
the  simple-minded  warder  had,  it  is  difficult  to  say ; 
but  just  then,  so  concerned  was  she  about  the  fate 
of  her  daughter  that  she  was  indifferent  to  Jamie, 
and  she  gave  word  that  they  were  to  be  allowed  to 
pass  out. 

"  But,  hark  ye,  Madge,"  she  cried  sternly,  an  ye 
play  me  false  not  the  deil  himself,  whom  ye  serve, 
shall  save  ye  from  my  vengeance." 

Madge  drew  her  gaunt  figure  up,  and  she  looked 
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weird  and  positively  unearthly  in  the  flickering 
glare    of  the    wind-blown  torch,  as   she  made 

answer. 

"  I  am  Wild  Madge  o'  the  Hills,  and  I  deceive 
naebody.  I'll  keep  my  word  tae  ye  juist  as  sure  as 
Death." 

The  Lady  seemed  impressed  and  she  ordered  the 
gate  to  be  thrown  open.  Then  Madge  held  up  her 
finger,  and  moving  slowly  backward,  she  seemed  to 
draw  Jamie  forward  by  some  subtle  influence.  Still 
moving  like  a  mechanical  figure,  his  eyes  fixed,  his 
limbs  rigid,  he  followed  her.  They  passed  under 
the  archway ;  then  Madge  handed  the  torch  to  the 
warder,  and  took  Jamie's  hand,  he  giving  not  the 
slightest  indication  of  consciousness.  He  was 
apparently  swayed  by  a  power  that  had  taken  all 
his  faculties  captive.  As  they  cleared  the  archway, 
the  great  gate  was  closed  with  a  clang  and  a  clatter, 
and  the  strange  old  woman  and  the  captive  were 
swallowed  up  in  the  darkness  of  the  night. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 

ON  THE  WAY  TO  BADENYON 

The  bitter  enmity  the  Lady  of  Brux  bore  for  Jamie 
o'  Abergeldy,  and  the  intense  desire  she  had  long 
experienced  to  get  him  into  her  power,  in  order  that 
she  might  punish  him  for  his  fiendish  vindictiveness 
and  many  crimes  against  her  house,  would  have 
given  him  little  hope  of  his  life  being  spared  when 
once  he  fell  into  her  hands  had  circumstances  not 
been  as  they  were.  But  the  disappearance  of  her 
daughter  simultaneously  with  Jamie's  capture  so 
overwhelmed  her  with  grief  and  anxiety  that  she 
forgot  almost  everything  else.  At  anyrate  her 
enemy  Jamie  was  for  a  time  forgotten,  and  when  her 
attention  was  called  to  him,  she  was  too  shrewd  not 
to  see  that  if,  as  Madge  asserted,  Kate  was  at 
Badenyon,  it  would  be  dangerous  to  hang  Jamie,  as 
she  at  first  proposed  doing,  for  the  Muat  would 
probably  hang  Kate  in  return.  This  will  explain 
therefore,  how  it  was  that  she  so  readily  assented  to 
her  enemy  leaving  the  Castle  in  company  with  the 
old  woman.  Moreover,  she  felt  that  if  Jamie  was 
free  the  Laird  o'  Abergeldy  would  no  longer  have 
a  shadow  of  an  excuse  for  detaining  Kate,  and  if 
he  continued  to  do  so  he  would  raise  up  a  storm  of 
indignation  against  himself,  and  it  would  go  hard 
with  him. 


On  the  Way  to  Badenyon  275 

When  the  Castle  gate  had  closed  behind  them 
Madge  and  her  mesmerised  subject  proceeded  for 
some  little  distance  as  they  had  left.  That  is,  the 
old  witch  led  the  way,  and  Jamie  in  an  apparently 
deep  sleep  was  swayed  by  some  subtle  influence  she 
wielded,  followed  her  mechanically.  But  this  did 
not  last  long,  and  as  soon  as  they  had  reached  a 
safe  distance  Jamie's  trance  suddenly  passed  away, 
and  he  said  in  a  low  voice. 

That's  cleverly  dune.  Quick,  Madge,  tak'  these 
ropes  afif  me,  and  gie  me  the  use  o'  my  limbs." 

"  Ay,  I'll  tak'  them  aff,"  answered  Madge,  as  she 
commenced  to  release  him.  You  hae  played  your 
pairt  weel,  but  ye  winna  forget  the  promise  ye  hae 
made.  Ye  are  tae  procure  the  release  o'  Kate 
Cameron." 

"  No,  I  winna  forget  it,"  answered  Jamie,  as  he 
shook  himself  free  from  the  last  coil  of  rope,  and 
stretched  his  cramped  and  stiffened  limbs.  Then 
as  he  drew  in  a  deep  gulp  of  air  he  exclaimed. 
"  Lord,  but  its  sair  guid  tae  enjoy  freedom.  I 
didna  think  when  I  passed  the  gateway  of  yonder 
cursed  Castle  I'd  ever  be  allowed  tae  come  oot 
again  alive.  But  nae  man  kens  his  fate,  and  though 
ye  are  child  o'  the  fiend  himself,  Madge,  ye  hae 
your  use."  Then  anger  came  into  his  tone,  and 
shaking  his  fist  in  the  direction  of  the  Castle  h^ 
growled  out,  ''Ye  hae  made  me  acquaint  wi'  the 
foul  and  reeking  hole  ye  ca  your  dungeon,  my  Lady 
o'  Brux,  and  nae  thanks  tae  ye  that  I'm  where  I 
am  th'noo.  I'll  visit  ye  again  never  fear,  but  the 
next  time  I  come  I'll  teach  thee  that  Jamie 
Abergeldy  doesna  forgive  an  insult  o'  that  kin." 
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Madge  felt  very  pleased  with  herself  at  the  piece 
of  deception  she  had  so  successfully  practised,  but 
which  she  could  not  have  succeeded  in  had  it 
not  been  for  the  reputation  she  bore  of  being 
possessed  of  secrets  of  the  black  art.  Whether 
she  could  lay  claim  to  the  gift  of  so-called  second 
sight  it  is  difficult  to  say,  but  that  she  was  an 
imposter  can  be  open  to  no  possible  sort  of 
doubt.  But  living  in  an  ignorant  and  grossly 
superstitious  age,  she  had  sufficient  shrewdness  to 
know  how  to  trade  upon  this  ignorance  and  super- 
stition ;  and  by  artfully  assuming  a  command  of 
mystical  power,  she  was  enabled  to  impress  those 
who  knew  her  with  a  sense  of  awesome  respect  for 
her. 

There  was  one  thing  that  told  greatly  in  her 
favour — that  is,  in  her  favour  so  far  as  it  strength- 
ened people's  faith  in  her  supernatural  power. 
That  thing  was  her  knowledge  of  what  was  going 
on  around  her.  Of  course  it  was  part  and  parcel 
of  her  trade  to  pick  up  such  information  as  was 
likely  to  serve  her  purpose.  In  this  acquisition  she 
was  aided  by  her  really  marvellous  powers  of  pedes- 
trianism,  which  enabled  her  to  cover  considerable 
distances  in  comparatively  short  spaces  of  time,  and 
so  not  much  of  the  gossip  that  was  current  at  the 
time  escaped  her.  In  this  way  she  was  often 
enabled  to  impose  upon  the  credulity  of  people,  and 
led  them  into  the  impression  that  she  had  the  gift 
of  prevision.  To  some  limited  extent  this  might 
really  have  been  the  case,  for  there  is  no  denying 
the  human  beings  have  occasionally  existed  who 
were  capable  of  forecasting  events,  and  Wild  Madge 
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had  given  proof  that  she  had  this  power,  for  she  had 
predicted  the  slaughter  of  the  Laird  of  Brux  and 
his  sons,  and  the  death  of  Jessie  Davidson,  These 
two  instances  were  quite  sufficient  in  such  an  age  to 
fully  justify  her  claim  to  be  considered  a  witch  of 
the  first  class.  Had  she  lived  in  one  of  the  large 
towns  she  would  long  ago  probably  have  been 
called  upon  to  prove  her  innocence  or  be  adjudged 
guilty.  In  the  first  case  she  would  have  had  to 
submit  to  the  ordeal  of  ducking,  when  if  she  failed 
to  drown  she  would  be  a  witch  beyond  all  doubt, 
and  in  that  character  would  have  been  burnt.  So 
that  whichever  way  it  was,  the  result  would  have 
been  the  same — that  is,  she  would  have  died. 
Consequently,  to  be  accused  of  witchcraft  in  those 
days  was  by  no  means  a  desirable  thing,  as  it 
meant  that  the  accused  was  certain  to  die  one  of 
two  deaths,  either  by  drowning  or  burning. 

Living  in  the  wild  mountain  regions  however, 
Madge  had  managed  to  escape  falling  under  the  ban, 
probably  because  she  was  not  considered  to  be  malig- 
nant, or  to  have  wrought  any  evil  spells  against 
people,  whereby  they  gradually  withered  away  and 
died  lingering  deaths.  In  the  present  day  people 
with  Wild  Madge's  pretentions  would  be  pro- 
nounced crazy,  and  crazy  she  was  no  doubt,  but  with 
more  than  the  ordinary  cunning  which  is  peculiar 
to  craziness  and  madness  in  all  its  phases. 

This  much  about  Madge  has  been  necessitated 
in  order  that  the  reader  may  not  fall  into  any  mis- 
apprehension as  to  her  character  and  pretentions. 
But  though  she  was  in  plain  words  an  imposter,  it 
cannot  be  denied  that  so  far  she  had  played  a  not 


278  Kate  Cameron  of  Brux 


altogether  unimportant  part  in  connection  with  the 
various  personages  who  have  figured  in  this 
history. 

When  Jamie  had  relieved  himself  of  his  fierce  men- 
ace, he  and  his  companion  proceeded  in  the  direction 
of  Badenyon,  but  as  they  had  all  the  night  before 
them  they  had  not  proceeded  very  far  when  Jamie 
called  a  halt,  saying  that,  as  it  was  impossible  to 
gain  access  to  the  Castle  before  daylight,  they 
might  as  well  rest  themselves,  and  so  they  sought 
shelter  under  some  jutting  rocks,  and  very  soon  the 
witch  and  this  fierce  "  Hielan'  robber  "  were  sound 
asleep. 

Madge  woke  up  some  hours  afterwards,  as  the 
grey  light  of  dawn  was  melting  the  shadows  of  the 
night.  Bnt  her  companion  still  slept,  and  her 
attempts  to  arouse  him  were  fruitless,  for  sleep  had 
locked  him  in  a  death-like  grip.  But  Jamie's 
nature  was  an  animal  and  sensual  one,  and,  as  is 
generally  the  case  with  such  people,  sleep  had  more 
the  characteristics  of  confirmed  torpor  rather  than 
the  lighter  slumber  of  the  intellectual,  and  which 
readily  breaks  its  seals  on  the  slightest  disturbance. 
In  common  parlance  Jamie  "  slept  like  a  top  "  or 
more  correctly,  like  a  hybernating  animal  taking  its 
winter  sleep.  Madge  therefore  prowled  about, 
restless  and  fretful.  She  was  nevertheless  well 
pleased  with  herself  at  the  success  of  the  little 
deception  she  had  practised,  for,  knowing,  how 
slender  were  her  chances  of  releasing  Kate  from 
her  captivity,  she  felt  she  must  have  an  ally,  and 
what  better  ally  could  she  have  had  than  Jamie  ? 
For  given  that  she  could  set  him  free,  he  would 
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in  turn  for  the  obligation,  help  her  to  realize  her 
wishes  in  regard  to  Kate.  Accordingly,  when  she 
gained  access  to  him  in  his  dungeon,  she  exacted 
from  him  a  solemn  promise  that  if  she  aided  him 
to  escape,  he  would  as  a  set  off,  do  all  in  his  power 
to  release  Kate  Cameron.  Of  course,  he  readily 
gave  this  promise  ;  and  he  proved  himself  an  admir- 
able actor  in  so  perfectly  feigning  a  trance-like 
state. 

Madge  never  feared  for  a  moment  but  what  his 
part  of  the  contract  would  be  faithfully  carried  out ; 
nor  did  she  concern  herself  about  the  opinion  that 
might  be  entertained  of  her  at  Brux  Castle.  So  long 
as  she  could  restore  the  daughter  of  the  house  safe 
and  sound  to  her  mother's  keeping,  she  felt  sure  that 
the  non-return  of  Jamie  to  his  captivity  would 
not  be  considered  as  an  insupportable  calamity. 

The  morning  had  well  advanced  before  the 
requirements  of  Jamie's  nature  in  regard  to  sleep 
were  satisfied.  Then,  with  a  prodigious  yawn,  that 
was  almost  a  roar,  he  rose  from  his  hard  bed,  and 
shook  himself  like  an  animal  rising  from  its  lair. 
Nor  did  he  look  unlike  an  animal  rather  than  a 
man.  His  great  bullet  head,  with  its  masses  of  tow 
like  hair;  his  fierce,  sullen  expression,  his  cunning, 
restless  eyes,  together  with  his  seamed  and  hairy 
face,  suggestedthe  baboon. 

He  went  down  to  a  stream  that  was  near  by,  and 
kneeling,  he  dipped  his  face  in  the  cool,  refreshing  water, 
and  drank  a  deep  draught.  He  next  smoothed,  as  well 
as  he  could,  his  matted  locks,  then  he  adjusted  his 
bonnet,  wound  his  plaid  around  him,  and  his  toilet 
being  thus  completed,  he  announced  his  readiness 
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to  depart.  Before  they  had  proceeded  many  yards, 
however,  he  suddenly  stopped  and  exclaimed  : — 

"  Madge,  I  havena  a  weapon,  an'  I  feel  like  a 
wasp  wha's  deprived  of  its  sting." 

"  ril  lend  ye  ane,"  answered  Madge,  as  she  took 
from  her  belt  that  was  concealed  by  her  plaid,  a 
formidable  dagger  and  handed  it  to  him. 

He  clutched  it  with  eagerness  and  his  ferrety 
eyes  sparkled  savagely.  Then  suddenly  a  demoni- 
cally fierce  expression  came  into  his  face,  and  with 
a  powerful  sweep  of  his  mighty  arm,  he  struck  the 
weapon  against  a  tree,  burying  half  the  blade  in 
the  wood.    Grinding  his  teeth,  he  said, 

"  By  St.  Peter,  I  wish  that  were  the  heart  o'  the 
Lady  o'  Brux.    I  just  pant  tae  shed  her  bluid." 

Nothing  could  have  served  to  shew  more  strkingly 
the  savageness  of  his  nature  than  this  senseless  act. 
It  required  considerable  force  to  pull  the  weapon 
out  of  the  tree,  but  when  he  had  succeeded  in  doing 
so,  and  was  placing  the  dagger  in  his  belt  he 
murmured, 

"  I  feel  as  if  I  couldna  rest  till  I've  had  some 
ane's  bluid." 

He  looked  so  strange  and  wild  that  Madge  took 
good  care  to  keep  him  in  front  of  her  at  some 
distance.  Thus  they  continued  their  journey  in 
silence,  and  reached  Badenyon  just  as  the  disgrace- 
ful scene,  in  which  poor  Kate  was  unwittingly 
taking  such  a  conspicuous  part,  was  being  enacted. 
The  guard  at  the  gate  recognising  them,  gave  them 
admittance  at  once,  and  it  was  Jamie's  sudden  and 
unexpected  appearance  at  the  very  moment  that  he 
was   supposed   to  be   languishing  in   the  Brux 
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dungeon — if  he  was  not  already  hanged — which 
caused  the  people  to  hail  him  with  a  great  shout, 
and  for  the  time  being  their  attention  was  directed 
from  the  persecuted  girl,  to  him,  and  they  rushed 
forward  in  a  body  to  grasp  his  hand,  and  to  learn 
how  he  had  got  out  of  the  toils  of  his  enemy. 


18 


CHAPTER  XXIX 

FALSE  AS  DICER'S  OATHS 

The  sudden  appearance  of  Madge  and  Jamie  was 
the  signal  for  a  respite  in  the  sufferings  of  Kate ; 
and  for  the  moment  she  was  all  but  deserted  ;  but 
the  savage  human  beast  Reid,  remained  by  her  and 
gloated  over  her  misery.  She  was  in  a  state  of 
semi-nudity,  her  fair  skin  was  scratched  and  bleed- 
ing ;  her  face  was  white  as  marble,  while  her  spirits 
were  crushed  and  her  pride  bowed  down  into  the 
dust.  Weak  and  exhausted,  she  could  no  longer 
stand,  and  reeling  towards  the  steps  she  sank  down 
upon  the  lower  one,  and  covering  her  face  with  her 
hands,  she  wept  passionately,  for  the  humiliation 
broke  her  heart. 

Both  Madge  and  Jamie  looked  with  curious  eyes 
on  the  unexpected  scene  that  thus  met  their  view, 
and  when  the  first  congratulations  were  over,  he 
enquired  of  his  cousin  what  it  all  meant.  The  Laird 
showed  signs  of  being  somewhat  abashed,  and  a 
little  confused.  Savage  he  might  be,  and  was  no 
doubt ;  but  his  savageness  was  in  degree  less  than 
the  savageness  and  brutality  of  his  leech  Reid,  and 
under  his  savageness,  it  is  more  than  possible,  there 
lurked  a  few  grains  of  chivalry.  At  any  rate, 
spontaneously,  and  of  his  own  free  will,  he  would 
hardly  have  subjected  Kate  to  the  infamous  degra- 
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dation  which  he  had  witnessed,  notwithstanding  his 
undying  hatred  of  the  Camerons.  And  now  as  he 
glanced  at  her  in  her  forlorn  and  pitiable  condition 
there  was  not  wanting  signs  that  he  experienced 
some  remorse.  Nevertheless,  he  answered  with  a 
callous  and  coarse  laugh. 

Oh,  we've  just  been  haeing  some  sport.  We've 
been  trying  tae  tak'  the  pride  oot  o'  a  Cameron." 

"  And  hae  ye  succeeded?  "  Jamie  asked,  somewhat 
abstractedly,  for  all  his  attention  appeared  to  be 
concentrated  upon  the  poor  girl  whose  deplorable 
condition  might  have  stirred  the  sympathies  of  a 
savage  from  the  wilds  of  Africa. 

"  I  think  we  hae,"  answered  his  cousin,  and 
pointing  to  the  girl  in  confirmation  of  his  state- 
ment. 

Now  it  happened  that  this  was  the  first  time  that 
Jamie  had  ever  set  eyes  upon  Kate,  and  in  spite  of 
the  unfavourable  circumstances  in  which  she  was 
presented  to  him,  her  beauty  fascinated  him  as  it 
had  fascinated  so  many  men.  For  wolfish  as  his 
nature  was,  he  was  not  indifferent  to  female  loveli- 
ness, and  this  fair  creature  sitting  there,  her  white 
body  half  exposed,  and  her  glorious  hair  falling  like 
a  veil  about  her  neck  and  shoulders,  stirred  the 
sensual  passions  of  his  heart,  and  he  gazed  at  her  in 
a  kind  of  dazed  way  for  a  little  time.  That  is,  he 
was  dazed  with  admiration.  Then  turning  to  his 
cousin  he  said, 

"  Why  dae  ye  let  the  lassie  sit  there  ?  It  seems 
tae  me  yeVe  nae  been  far  aff  baiting  her  to  death, 
and  she  is  o'er  bonny  for  that." 

The  Laird  jumped  at  this.     As  a  matter  of 
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absolute  fact,  he  was  delighted  to  get  the  shadow  of 
an  excuse  for  putting  an  end  to  the  brutal  scene. 
Now  his  moral  courage  rose,  as  he  saw  that  he 
could  at  least  count  on  the  support  of  his  cousin, 
and  so  he  authoritatively  told  some  of  the  women  to 
take  the  girl  in.  This  was  opposed  by  Reid,  but 
the  Laird  silenced  him,  and  so,  faint  and  ill,  poor 
Kate  was  taken  back  to  her  room  in  the  tower. 

Before  going,  however,  a  word  had  been  spoken 
in  her  ear  which  probably  kept  her  from  swooning 
altogether,  and  certainly  had  revived  her  strength 
as  it  had  as  certainly  brought  hope  to  her  despair- 
ing heart.  This  word  had  come  from  Wild  Madge 
o'  the  Hills. 

With  that  rapidity  of  comprehension  which  was 
part  of  her  nature,  she  had  taken  in  the  whole  scene 
and  understood  its  purport ;  and  so  availing  herself 
of  the  attention  of  the  people  being  distracted  by 
Jamie's  arrival,  she  had  gone  up  slowly  to  Kate,  and 
smoothing  the  hair  from  the  girl's  face  under  the 
pretence  of  scrutinising  her,  she  had  whispered  in 
her  ears,  these  words  : — 

"  Tak  courage.  Tm  here  tae  save,  and  Til  lat  ye 
oot  but  be  cautious." 

Now  Madge  was  a  familiar  figure  to  Kate,  whose 
heart  leapt  into  her  mouth,  so  to  speak,  at  these 
words,  and  she  at  once  looked  on  Madge  as  her 
deliverer.  How  this  delivery  was  going  to  be 
effected  she  did  not  know,  but  hope  rose  within  her. 
The  warning  word  of  caution  she  scarcely  needed, 
as  being  in  the  hands  of  her  wily  enemies,  she  knew 
that  caution  was  imperative. 

She  uttered  no  response  to  Madge,  but  gave  her 
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one  glance,  which  spoke  with  an  infinitely  greater 
eloquence  than  words  could  have  done  at  that 
moment. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  Laird  was  very  glad 
when  Kate  had  disappeared,  as  he  was  relieved 
from  a  dilemna.  He  then  questioned  his  cousin  as 
to  all  the  details  of  his  escape,  and  when  these  were 
made  known,  old  Madge,  of  course,  became  a  privi- 
leged person  although  she  was  regarded  with  awe ; 
and,  forgetting  the  cruel  and  abominable  outrages 
they  had  heaped  upon  the  delicate  and  defenceless 
girl,  Kate,  the  Muats,  when  they  heard  how  Jamie 
had  been  treated,  swore  deep  vows  of  vengeance 
against  the  Camerons  for  what  they  were  pleased  to 
term  "  the  insults  put  upon  Jamie.'' 

In  order  to  welcome  his  deliverance  from  the 
hands  of  the  foe,  a  feast  was  speedily  organised.  In 
these  days  the  people  of  such  strongholds  needed 
very  little  temptation  to  abandon  themselves  to  the 
sensual  pleasures  of  the  table.  Of  intellectual 
amusements  they  had  none,  and  if  they  were  not 
fighting  or  raiding,  they  were  eating  and  drinking, 
and  it  was  marvellous  what  prodigious  quantities  of 
meat  and  drink  they  could  individually  consume. 
And  such  an  occasion  as  that  of  one  of  their  kindred 
being  snatched  from  the  very  jaws  of  death,  as  it  were, 
was  a  very  excellent  excuse  for  an  unlimited  indul- 
gence in  feasting  on  the  part  of  the  Muats,  who  also 
felt  secure,  for  this  day  at  least,  from  any  attack  on 
the  part  of  the  Camerons.  So  the  drawbridge  was 
drawn  up,  all  was  made  secure,  and  then  a  perfect 
orgie  began. 

Whisky  was  almost,  if  not  entirely  unknown  at 
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this  time,  but  beer  was  universally  drunk,  and  also 
a  coarse  fiery  French  brandy,  which  found  its  way 
into  the  country  in  large  quantities.  This  potent 
spirit  was  often  mixed  with  the  ale  at  these  feasts^ 
with  the  result  of  producing  a  powerfully  intoxi- 
cating liquid. 

Hours  passed,  and  still  the  Muats  were  keeping 
up  their  orgie,  for  it  was  that  and  nothing  else,  and 
nearly  all  were  more  or  less  stupified.  There  were 
two  or  three  exceptions,  however.  Madge  took  no 
part  in  the  feasting,  and  both  Jamie  and  Reid 
allowed  many  a  stoup  of  liquor  to  pass  them  un- 
tasted,  and  each  man  had  an  object  in  this.  Jamie 
felt  that  accident  and  chance  favoured  him  with  the 
very  opportunity  he  required  for  releasing  Kate^ 
and  which  opportunity  might  not  occur  again  ;  and 
the  evil-minded  and  fiendishly  wicked  leech,  still 
suffering  from  his  disappointment  in  regard  to  Kate, 
and  smarting  from  her  obstinacy,  had  formed  a 
sinister  design  with  reference  to  her,  and  he  intended 
to  put  that  design  into  execution  that  very  nighty 
when  the  household  was  all  more  or  less  steeped  in 
drunken  stupor.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  neither 
of  these  two  men  had  the  remotest  idea  of  the  other's 
intention,  and  though  they  both  by  an  unusual 
chance  moved  towards  one  end,  they  were  not 
aware  of  it. 

Madge  also  had  been  keenly  on  the  alert,  and  she 
took  an  opportunity  of  pointing  out  to  Jamie  how 
excellent  would  be  the  chance  of  fulfilling  his 
promise  that  night.  To  which  he  replied  he  was 
preparing  to  do  that,  and  he  added — 

"  When  darkness  has  come,  ye'll  be  ready  to  tak 
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a  horse  frae  the  stalls,  and  I'll  get  the  brig  lowered 
for  ye  in  some  way,  and  ye'll  lead  the  beastie  a  bit 
awa  frae  the  Castle,  and  bide  there  till  I  come  wi' 
the  lass.  We  shall  have  a  long  ride  before  the 
morn." 

She  looked  at  him  in  astonishment,  and 
answered, 

"  Yell  hae  a  lang  ride  before  the  morn  !  What 
dae  ye  mean  ?  and  where  dae  ye  intend  tae  ride 
tae?'' 

He  was  taken  off  his  guard  and  saw  that  he  had 
committed  himself,  but  he  answered  snappishly, 

"  I  mean  ye  hae  a  lang  ride  yersel'.'' 

"  I  dinna  ride,''  she  returned  quickly,  and  watch- 
ing his  face. 

"  Then  the  lassie  will,  ye  fule,"  he  exclaimed 
irritably,  and  all  the  fierce  savageness  of  his  nature 
displayed  itself  in  his  eyes. 

If  he  thought  he  had  deceived  Madge,  he  was 
woefully  mistaken.  She  was  too  deep  and  quick 
to  be  so  easily  deceived,  and  she  thought  to  her- 
self— "  So,  so,  my  guid  man,  ye  mean  tae  play  me 
false,  dae  ye?  Well,  we'll  see.  I'm  thinking  you'll 
mak  a  mistake  this  time  for  I'll  hae  your  bluid 
before  ye  shall  succeed  in  your  baseness." 

She  guessed,  and  guessed  aright  that  Jamie  had 
formed  a  plan  to  carry  Kate  off  to  his  home  at 
Abergeldy,  but  she  resolved  to  do  in  all  her  power 
to  circumvent  his  nefarious  scheme. 

As  the  night  approached,  the  revelry  grew  more 
furious,  wild  dances,  coarse  songs,  jests  and  stories 
were  indulged  in,  though  already  some  of  the 
people  were  so  far  stupified  with  the  drink  that  they 
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had  been  kicked  under  the  table,  while  those  who 
up  to  then  had  not  reached  that  stage  were  excited, 
and  behaved  more  like  lunatics  than  sane  men,  and 
the  scene  that  the  flaring  torches  revealed 
approximated  more  closely  to  a  pandemonium  than 
to  a  human  revel.  The  rushes  on  the  floor  had 
been  scraped  into  a  heap  in  the  corner  in  order  that 
the  dancers  might  not  be  impeded  ;  but  the  dancing 
was  devoid  of  all  grace  or  rhythm.  It  was  rather 
the  frantic  movements  of  drunken  savages ;  while 
the  pipers  caused  their  instruments  to  give  forth 
a  series  of  unearthly  yells  and  shrieks  rather  than 
any  sustained  tune. 

At  this  stage  of  the  proceedings,  Jamie,  who 
although  he  was  inflamed  and  excited,  but  neverthe- 
less, had  not  lost  command  of  himself,  slipped  out 
and  found  old  Madge  on  the  alert.  He  proceeded 
to  the  stalls  and  selecting  a  powerful  horse  he 
saddled  it,  and  handed  the  bridle  to  Madge.  He 
found  that  the  warder  who  should  have  been  on 
guard  at  the  drawbridge  was  steeped  in  a  drunken 
sleep  and  lying  on  the  ground  close  to  the  wall. 
He  expected  this,  for  he  himself  had  taken  good 
care  that  the  man  should  be  well  primed  with 
drink.  With  Madge's  assistance  he  managed  to 
lower  the  bridge,  and  then  the  old  woman  led  the 
horse  across  and  took  it  to  a  spot  agreed  upon,  and 
where  she  was  to  await  Jamie's  coming. 

Having  thus  far  been  successful  in  carrying  out 
his  scheme,  Jamie,  leaving  the  bridge  down,  returned 
to  the  hall,  where  he  found  that  the  Laird  himself 
had  given  in,  and  his  gigantic  body  was  propped  up 
in  the  corner  where  the  rushes  were. 
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Jamie  had  already  in  an  earlier  part  of  the  day, 
acquainted  himself  with  the  room  where  Kate  was 
confined,  and  now  taking  a  final  drink,  in  order  to 
prime  himself  for  his  work,  he  watched  his 
opportunity  to  get  stealthily  out  of  the  hall,  and 
then  he  groped  his  way  through  the  dark  passages 
to  the  tower,  and  as  he  mounted  the  stairs  he  was 
startled  by  hearing  a  woman's  scream.  A  shrill, 
piercing  scream  it  was,  and  it  reverberated  strangely 
in  that  part  of  the  house.  But  had  he  not  been 
there,  the  screamer  might  have  screamed  herself 
hoarse  and  no  one  would  have  heard  her.  Wonder- 
ing what  it  meant,  he  quickened  his  pace  and  soon 
reached  Kate's  room.  Throwing  open  the  door, 
he  entered  and  beheld  a  strange  and  unexpected 
sight. 


CHAPTER  XXX 


FOILED 

In  one  corner  cowered,  trembling,  and  in  abject 
terror,  Kate  Cameron.  Her  face  was  livid,  her 
eyes  seemed  to  bulge,  and  her  bosom  rose  and  fell 
tumultuously.  She  had  been  able  to  dress  herself 
properly  in  her  own  clothes,  after  she  had  been 
relieved  of  that  terrible  persecution  in  the  court- 
yard, but  these  clothes  were  now  rent  and  in  places 
hanging  in  ribbons,  indicating  a  severe  struggle. 
In  the  centre  of  the  room  stood  the  leech  Reid, 
glaring  and  panting  like  some  blood-thirsty  animal 
that  had  been  engaged  in  a  deadly  fight.  This  was 
the  key  to  the  situation  and  explained  all.  He, 
taking  advantage  of  the  drunken  state  of  all  the 
inmates,  had  conceived  a  plan  for,  as  he  thought 
most  effectually-breaking  the  pride  of  the  unhappy 
girl,  and  revenging  himself  upon  her  for  the 
thrashing  he  had  received  from  her  brother  at  her 
instigation.  Anything  more  devilish  or  horrible 
than  this  plan  could  not  well  have  been  conceived 
by  the  brain  of  a  man  ;  and  none  but  an  utterly 
abandoned  wretch — none  but  a  craven  of  the  most 
desperate  type  could  have  conceived  it.  Reid, 
however,  it  was  only  too  evident,  was  such  a  person, 
and  believing  that  on  this  particular  night 
this  weak,  defenceless  girl,  was  absolutely  in 
his  power,  he  with  the  delirium  of  fiendish 
vindictiveness    resolved    to    exert    that  power 
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A  terrible  struggle  ensued,  and  her  brutal 
persecutor  found  that  he  would  only  conquer  her 
by  being  able  to  endure  longer  than  she  ;  but  he 
could  hardly  have  failed  to  see  also  that  when  she 
reached  the  final  stage  of  exhaustion  death  would 
foil  him.  But  a  frenzy  of  passion  stirred  him,  and, 
blinded  to  the  consequences,  he  put  forth  all  his 
brutal  strength.  And  such  a  desperate  and  unequal 
struggle  must  have  speedily  terminated  against 
Kate  had  not  Jamie  so  opportunately  appeared  on 
the  scene.  His  unexpected  appearance  was  like  a 
thunderbolt  to  Reid  ;  but  with  a  passionate  cry  of 
thankfulness  Kate  sprang  forward,  and,  clinging  to 
Jamie,  sank  trembling  at  his  feet,  and  in  piteous 
accents  moaned  out — 

"  Save  me,  save  me,  for  the  love  of  the  good 
Father  in  heaven,  save  me  from  this  monster  !  " 

For  some  moments  the  two  men  glared  at  each 
other.  It  was,  in  fact,  a  case  of  one  tiger  disturbed 
in  his  attempts  to  make  a  fawn  his  prey  by  another 
tiger  who  had  the  same  intention.  In  regard  to 
the  iniquity  of  the  two  men  there  was  no  appreciable 
point  of  difference,  for  Jamie,  in  spite  of  his  pledge 
to  Madge,  fully  intended  to  carry  the  unfortunate 
girl  off  to  Abergeldy.  And  this  very  scheme  on 
his  part,  nefarious  as  it  was,  thwarted  Reid  in  his 
supposed  moment  of  triumph. 

All  unconscious,  of  course,  of  the  villainous 
heart  of  the  new-comer,  Kate  clung  to  him  as  her 
only  hope  and  protector  in  that  awful  moment.  If 
he  failed,  then  indeed  all  would  be  lost. 

"  Save  me,  save  me,  as  thou  art  a  man,"  she  cried 
again  with  passionate  appeal. 
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"Ay,  ril  save  thee,"  he  answered,  and  those  words 
fell  upon  her  as  the  light  of  a  new-born  hope,  and 
a  warm  current  of  blood  flowed  back  upon  her  half- 
paralysed  brain  and  frozen  heart.  "  Rise,"  he  said, 
and  obeying  him,  she  retired  a  little,  for  she  knew 
from  the  passion  gleams  in  the  men's  eyes  that  a 
storm  was  brewing.  Each  man  was  inflamed  with 
drink,  and  there  was  no  love  between  them,  as 
there  was  no  kinship,  for  the  leech  was  not  a  Muat. 
But  even  had  it  been  otherwise,  the  one  woman 
which  each  was  desirous  of  possessing  would  have 
been  sufficient  grounds  for  deadly  strife,  even  had 
they  been  related  to  each  other  by  the  bonds  of 
brotherhood. 

Baulked  of  his  prey,  Reid  was  in  no  humour  to 
enter  into  any  discussion.  His  triumph  a  few 
moments  ago  seemed  absolutely  certain,  that  to 
be  thus  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  foiled  was 
maddening. 

"  Why  hast  thou  come  here  ? "  he  demanded 
passionately. 

"  Why  art  thou  here  ?  "  the  other  demanded  no 
less  passionately. 

"  I  am  here  to  break  the  pride  of  that  she-cat." 

"  And  I  am  here  to  prevent  thee.  Come,"  said 
Jamie  to  Kate,  stretching  forth  his  hand  to  her,  but 
keeping  his  eyes  on  his  antagonist. 

He  made  a  movement  towards  the  door,  but 
with  a  growl  of  rage  Reid  sprang  at  his  throat,  and 
in  an  instant  the  two  men  were  locked  in  a  deadly 
embrace.  They  were  both  powerful  men,  and  for 
some  little  time  the  advantage  was  with  Reid,  for 
he  had  got  a  grip  of  the  other's  throat  and  he 
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maintained  it,  and  they  both  went  down  on  the 
floor  together. 

Kate's  first  impulse  was  to  fly ;  her  second  to 
remain.    For  where  could  she  go  to  ?    She  would 
in  fact,  be  running  from  the  claws  of  the  tiger  into 
the  jaws  of  the  lion.    She  watched  with  feverish 
excitement  and  terrible  interest  the  death  struggle, 
for  such  she  knew  it  must  be,  and  she  saw  with 
alarm  that  her  protector  and  saviour,  as  she  deemed 
him — for  how  could  she  possibly  have  known  that  he 
was  as  treacherous  as  the  other  ? — was  underneath, 
and  his  throat  was  being  dangerously  compressed 
by  the  other  monster.    She  therefore  threw  herself 
into  the  struggle  as  an  ally  of  Jamie's,  and  with  a 
spontaneity  begotten  by  the  desperateness  of  the 
situation  she  seized  a  stool  that  stood  in  the  room, 
and  with  this  weapon  she  struck  Reid  a  heavy  blow 
on  the  back  of  the  head.    The  blow  momentarily 
stunned  him  ;  but  that  moment  gave  Jamie  his 
chance.     With  a  fierce  snort  and  a  great  effort 
of  strength  he  raised  his  body  a  little  and  then 
threw  his  opponent  off',  and  that  moment  lost  Reid 
the  game. 

With  a  savage  cry  they  gripped  each  other  again, 
but  Jamie's  throat  was  free,  that  was  something, 
and  he  was  uppermost,  that  was  something  more  ; 
but  still  the  battle  had  yet  to  be  won. 

Reid  knew  now  that  his  life  hung  on  a  thread, 
and  he  had  thrown  his  arms  round  the  arms  and 
body  of  his  foe,  gripping  him  as  in  a  mighty  vice, 
and  rendering  him  utterly  powerless  to  draw  his 
skein,  that  very  skein  that  Madge  had  lent  him  in 
the  morning,  and  he  had  also,  like  a  blood-thirsty 
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animal,  seized  with  his  teeth  the  cheek  of  Jamie, 
and  so  held  him,  making  his  teeth  meet  through 
the  flesh. 

Groaning,  snorting,  breathing  stertorously,  and 
writhing  and  straining  with  every  muscle  of  their 
ponderous  bodies  like  two  wild  animals,  they 
struggled  for  supremacy,  with  a  burning  hatred  of 
each  other,  and  a  fierce  thirst  for  the  other's  blood. 
And  in  awful  agitation,  and  with  shifting  fear  and 
hope,  Kate  viewed  the  terrific  scene,  still  holding 
the  stool.  Her  agitation  was  extreme  ;  and  one 
moment  her  hopes  rose,  the  next  they  fell  to  zero 
as  she  watched  with  palpitating  heart  the  wavering 
of  the  chances  for  and  against  her  champion. 

In  point  of  mere  physical  strength  the  men  were 
pretty  equally  matched,  but  in  powers  of  endurance 
the  advantage  was  on  the  side  of  Jamie,  due  no 
doubt  to  the  hard  life  he  led,  and  the  calls  that 
were  so  frequently  made  on  his  staying  qualities. 

Reid  began  to  show  some  signs  of  exhaustion  ; 
and  as  Jamie's  position  had  become  intolerable,  he 
wrenched  himself  clear  at  the  expense  of  a  ghastly 
wound,  portion  of  the  flesh  of  his  cheek  actually 
being  left  between  the  teeth  of  bis  fierce  antagonist. 

This  new  move  gave  his  ally  another  chance  ; 
and  the  unutterable  hatred  she  felt  for  Reid 
smothered  out  every  feeling  of  pity.  Once  again 
she  was  able  to  wield  her  stool,  and  she  brought  it 
down  on  the  crown  of  Reid's  skull.  He  flashed  a 
look  upon  her  such  as  a  hyena  at  bay  might  have 
given.  It  was  a  look  full  of  beast-like  fury  ;  a  look 
of  inhuman  hatred.  It  was  a  look  that  seemed  to 
say,  "  If  I  were  free  and  could  get  you  in  my  grasp 
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I  would  literally  rend  you  asunder."  This,  however, 
was  not  to  be,  for  the  second  blow  on  his  head 
brought  on  semi-unconsciousness,  and  the  muscles 
of  his  arms  lost  their  tension.  This  gave  Jamie  his 
supreme  chance.  Stirred  with  demoniacal  rage 
that  lent  him  a  giant's  strength,  he  partly  twisted 
himself  free,  and  with  a  sudden,  quick  movement  he 
snatched  the  dagger  from  his  belt,  raised  it  aloft 
for  an  instant,  then,  with  a  cry  of  devilish  malice, 
struck  blindly,  and  the  weapon  went  into  the  fore- 
head of  the  prostrate  foe,  and  penetrated  clean  to 
the  brain. 

The  struggle  was  ended,  and  Reid,  with  all  his 
mortal  sins  upon  him,  had  passed  to  his  account. 
But  in  his  mad  rage  and  unutterable  hatred  Jamie 
was  not  yet  satisfied,  and  rising  to  his  knees  he 
made  another  ponderous  blow,  though  this  time  he 
sheathed  his  skein  in  his  foe's  heart.  Once  more 
he  drew  it  out,  and  as  a  coup  de  grace^  though  the 
need  for  it  existed  not,  he  plunged  the  weapon 
literally  to  the  hilt  in  Reid's  right  breast. 

The  work  was  accomplished  now^  and  panting, 
exhausted,  reeking  with  blood  and  faint,  he  rose 
and  spurned  with  loathing  contempt  the  dead  man 
at  his  feet 


CHAPTER  XXXI 


THE  POWER  OF  THE  EVIL  EYE 

If  any  power  of  prescience  had  at  that  supreme 
moment,  when  Jamie  rose  victorious  from  the 
bleeding  body  of  his  enemy,  enabled  Kate  to  tell 
what  was  passing  in  his  mind,  she  would  have 
recoiled  in  horror  from  him  as  she  had  recoiled 
from  the  now  dead  man.  For  although  Jamie  had 
saved  her  from  Reid,  he  had  only  saved  her  that  he 
might  appropriate  her.  Utterly  false  and  treacher- 
ous as  was  his  nature,  it  only  needed  her  beauty  to 
make  him  ignore,  without  so  much  as  an  atom  of 
conscientious  scruple,  the  bargain  he  had  entered 
into  with  Wild  Madge  o'  the  Hills. 

What  was  it  now  to  him  that  Madge  had  set  him 
free?  What  was  it  now  to  him  that  he  had 
solemnly  promised  to  help  her  to  restore  the  stolen 
daughter  of  Brux  to  the  arms  of  her  despairing 
mother  ?  Solemnity  with  such  a  man  was  a  bur- 
lesque ;  promises  were  made  only  to  suit  the  con- 
venience of  the  hour.  Within  a  few  minutes  of 
his  entering  in  at  Badenyon  gateway,  and  beholding 
a  crowd  of  people  engaged  in  the  unusual  sport  of 
baiting  a  beautiful  girl,  a  girl  whose  surpassing 
lovliness  fascinated  him,  he  had  formed  a  resolu- 
tion. 

''If  this  is  the  way  they  treat  the  representative 
of  the  Camerons,"  he  thought,  "  I  shall  be  doing 
a  good  deed  if  I  rescue  her,  and  keep  her  to  myself. 
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And  since  she  is  an  enemy  of  my  clan,  I  should  be 
doing  wrong  if  I  let  her  go  back  to  her  mother. 
Moreover,  it  is  not  often  that  a  man  like  me  gets 
such  a  chance  to  possess  himself  of  a  young  woman 
whose  beauty  I  have  never  seen  the  like  of  I 
should  be  more  than  a  fool  to  let  such  a  chance 
escape  me,  and  so  Til  carry  her  off  to  my  home.'* 

This  was  the  way  the  unmitigated  ruffian  argued 
with  himself,  and  he  concerned  himself  not  an 
atom  about  the  pledge  he  had  made.  Naturally  an 
ugly  man,  the  wound  in  his  cheek  caused  by  the 
teeth  of  his  now  dead  foe,  and  the  blood  that  had 
congealed  in  a  great  patch  about  the  lower  part  of 
his  face,  gave  him  a  positively  hideous  appearance. 
At  any  other  time  Kate  would  have  shrunk  by  an 
instinctive  repugnance  from  the  man,  but  now  she 
was  too  excited  to  notice  his  personal  appearance. 
All  she  could  concern  herself  with  at  that  moment 
was  that  the  brute  that  had  persecuted  and  insulted 
her  in  such  a  shameful  manner,  was  lying  dead, 
and  the  man  before  her  had  killed  him.  Conse- 
quently to  this  man  she  owed  a  deep  debt,  and  by 
means  of  him  she  hoped  to  escape  from  that  awful 
place. 

"Old  Madge  told  me  to  hope,"  she  said,  ''and 
my  hope  is  now  in  thee.  Take  me  away  from  here 
I  pray  thee.'' 

"Madge  told  thee  that,  did  she?"  he  responded, 
still  panting  stertorously  from  his  exertions.  Then 
with  a  sort  of  grin,  he  added,  "  Well,  Madge  was 
right.  She  released  me  from  the  talons  of  thy  good 
mother,  and  in  return  I  am  going  to  take  care  of 
thee/' 
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There  must  have  been  something  in  his  manner 
or  tone  that  struck  Kate,  for  she  felt  a  thrill  of 
alarm  as  he  spoke,  and  for  the  first  time  scrutinised 
his  face  keenly,  with  the  result  that  she  experienced 
a  repugnance  it  was  impossible  to  avoid.  He 
might  by  chance  have  been  one  of  the  noblest  men 
who  had  ever  walked  the  earth,  but  nevertheless 
that  sinister  expression  of  countenance  ;  the  cun- 
ning, ferocious,  and  animal-like  eyes ;  and  his 
remarkable  ugliness,  most  certainly  would  not  have 
begot  confidence  in  a  stranger,  and  Kate,  certainly 
did  now  feel  repelled  with  a  nameless  dread,  al- 
though he  had  saved  her  from  the  danger  that 
menaced  her  in  the  person  of  Reid,  the  leech,  whose 
power  for  further  evil  was  for  ever  destroyed. 
Prompted  by  this  feeling  she  asked  quickly,  and  in 
anxiety : 

"  Where  is  Madge  th'  noo  ? 

"  She's  waiting  for  us  within  twa  or  three  minutes 
o'  the  Castle.  I  sent  her  awa  oot  wi'  a  horse,  so 
that  there  micht  be  no  delay." 

Kate  was  reassured,  and  anxious  to  be  outside 
of  this  awful  den,  she  said  : 

"  Let  us  go  at  once  lest  something  happens  tae 
prevent  oor  escape.'' 

"  Come,  then,"  he  answered,  as  he  administered  a 
final  kick  to  the  dead  body. 

He  led  the  way  and  Kate  followed  him  with 
palpitating  heart  and  a  feeling  of  delirious  agitation 
that  caused  her  to  move  unsteadily,  as  if  she  was 
suffering  from  the  effects  of  some  powerful  narcotic. 
All  was  silent  and  dark,  for  Jamie  had  purposely 
left  the  torch  behind.    The  wind  moaned  through 
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the  passage  with  a  dismal  wail  that  made  the  poor 
girl  shudder.  In  order  to  guide  her  in  the  darkness 
Jamie  gave  her  his  hand,  and  in  dreadful  and  fear- 
some suspense  she  followed  him.  When  they 
reached  the  lower  passage,  sounds  of  the  drunken 
revelry  broke  upon  their  ears,  for  some  of  the 
revellers  still  held  out. 

Leaving  her  there,  Jamie  said  he  would  recon- 
noitre, and  though  he  was  absent  for  a  couple  of 
minutes  at  most,  it  seemed  a  long,  long  time  to  her, 
and  in  her  dreadfully  nervous  condition  she  felt 
that  she  could  not  remain  alone,  and  was  strongly 
tempted  to  go  without  him.  But  he  came  back 
before  she  had  yielded  to  the  temptation,  and  he 
told  her  that  the  road  was  clear.  In  another  few 
moments  she  stood  in  the  courtyard  and  saw  the 
stars  overhead,  but  she  was  not  yet  free,  and  could 
not  feel  free  so  long  as  she  was  on  that  side  of  the 
Castle  gate. 

"  How  are  we  gaein'  to  get  oot  ?  "  she  whispered. 

"  Fve  made  the  arrangements  for  that,"  he 
answered,  "  and  the  bridge  is  doon." 

He  went  on  and  she  followed.  The  warder  of 
the  gate  was  lying  now  at  full  length  on  the  ground, 
steeped  in  a  heavy,  drunken  sleep,  and  the  gate 
was  open  and  the  bridge  down,  so  that  if  Muat  s 
enemies  had  only  been  aware  of  this  state  of  things, 
they  might  have  entered  unmolested  and  have  put 
every  soul  in  the  place  to  the  sword  without  meeting 
with  the  slightest  resistance.  But  since  nobody  knew 
it,  there  was  no  danger,  and  the  Muats  might  sleep 
themselves  sober  without  having  their  throats  cut. 

"  In  another  few  moments  Kate  had  crossed  the 


300  Kate  Cameron  of  Brux 


bridge,  and  left  the  Castle  of  Badenyon  behind 
her.  Then  the  tremendous  strain  upon  her  nerves 
was  relaxed,  and  the  excitement  that  had  sustained 
her  having  passed,  she  fell  with  a  low  cry  forward 
on  the  grass.  Thinking  that  she  had  become 
insensible  Jamie  felt  glad,  as  it  would  be  easier  for 
him  to  carry  her  off. 

At  that  moment  Madge  came  forward.  She  had 
been  sitting  under  a  tree  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon 
the  bridge. 

"  You  ha'e  succeeded  weel,"  she  said  joyfully,  as 
she  stooped  down  by  the  prostrate  girl. 

"  Ay,  but  I've  had  a  great  fecht  for  it.  Where's 
the  horse  for  we  maun  lose  nae  time." 

"  It's  no  far  awa',  but  we  maun  revive  the  lassie 
before  we  gae." 

"  Ye  fule,  dae  ye  no  see  that  that  will  be  losing 
time  ?  "  cried  Jamie  irritably,  and  suspecting  that 
Madge  had  guessed  his  design,  and  was  resolved  to 
thwart  him. 

He  drew  his  dagger,  still  reeking  with  the  blood 
of  Reid,  and  resolved  to  kill  her  rather  than  be  foiled 
in  his  fell  purpose. 

The  movement  did  not  escape  Madge,  but  she 
was  in  no  ways  disconcerted. 

We'll  no  lose  time,"  she  answered  coolly,  "  but 
let  the  puir  thing  get  her  breath."  Kate  who  had  not 
really  fainted,  and  had  heard  what  had  passed, 
felt  intuitively  that  she  had  a  friend  in  this  old 
woman,  and  rousing  herself  to  the  occasion  she 
murmured  : 

"  Help  me  tae  rise.  I  shall  be  better  in  a  few 
minutes." 
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Madge  was  delighted  to  find  that  the  girl  was  not, 
as  she  had  supposed,  unconscious,  and  putting  her 
arms  round  her,  she  helped  her  to  her  feet.  Jamie 
was  annoyed,  because  he  knew  that  the  task  he  had 
set  himself,  was  now  rendered  more  difficult. 

Let  us  awa',"  he  exclaimed  passionately,  seeing 
that  Madge  was  still  dallying. 

Man,  are  ye  a  brute  beast  that  ye  canna  feel 
some  pity  for  this  puir  creature?"  she  answered 
sternly.  "  Dee  ye  no'  see  that  she's  like  a  dove 
that's  been  in  the  claws  o'  a  forest  cat,  and  her 
heart's  like  tae  burst  ?  The  horse  is  yonder  tied  tae 
the  tree.  Unloose  it,  and  we'll  put  this  frichtened 
thing  on  till  it,  and  tak'  her  back  tae  her  hame." 

He  looked  in  the  direction  she  had  indicated,  and 
took  a  step  or  two  forward.  This  gave  Madge  the 
opportunity  to  slip  a  dagger  into  Kate's  hand,  and 
to  whisper  in  her  ear : 

"  Keep  yoursel'  cool.  This  man  means  ye  harm, 
but  we'll  foil  him." 

These  words  had  a  magical  effect  on  Kate.  Her 
blood  seemed  to  flow  in  its  proper  channels  once 
more,  and  her  strength  and  will  came  back.  She 
clutched  the  dagger  with  nervous  energy,  and 
thought  to  herself: 

"  I  am  free  so  far,  and  I  will  kill  myself  before  I 
fall  into  the  power  of  these  wretches  again." 

"  I  dinna  see  the  beast,"  cried  Jamie  fiercely, 
having  strained  his  eyes  in  the  darkness  to  no 
purpose,  for  he  could  not  discern  the  horse  for  the 
simple  reason  it  was  not  there. 

"Can  ye  no  ?"  answered  Madge  mockingly.  "Man, 
ye  must  be  getting  blin',  for  it's  there  foment  ye." 
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He  went  forward  two  or  three  yards,  and  Madge 
whispered  to  her  companion.  "  Be  cautious,  and  be 
guided  by  me,  and  dinna  fail  to  use  your  skein  on 
him  if  necessary/' 

Madge  had  also  a  dagger,  for  she  had  possessed 
herself  of  two  before  leaving  the  Castle,  having  taken 
them  from  the  bodies  of  two  of  the  drunken  sleepers. 
Jamie  could  not  find  the  horse,  and  striding  back 
again  in  towering  wrath  he  seized  Madge  by  the 
arm  and  flourishing  his  dagger,  exclaimed  : 

"  Hae  a  care.  An  ye  are  playing  me  fause 
ril  hae  yer  life  though  ye  be  the  sister  o'  the 
deil  himsel." 

With  marvellous  agility,  the  old  woman  shook 
herself  free  from  his  grip  and  drawing  her  dagger, 
she  answered  fearlessly, 

"  Hae  a  care  yersel'  lest  I  pit  a  curse  on  ye  an'  ye 
wither  where  ye  stan\  Ye  are  pledged  tae  tak  this 
lassie  back  to  her  mither's  castle  and  if  s  no  necessary 
to  hae  a  horse  for  that  purpose.  In  fac'  your  pairt 
o'  the  business  is  dune.  YeVe  set  her  free  o' 
Badenyon  and  I  can  dae  the  rest." 

Jamie  almost  felt  petrified  with  astonishment  as 
he  realised  that  he  had  been  checkmated  by  this  hag, 
who  looked  now  like  an  avenging  Nemesis,  stern, 
resolute,  and  firm  as  a  rock;  and  who  stood  there 
defying  him,  and  in  fact  menacing  him  both  in  her 
tone  and  her  manner.  For  an  instant  he  felt  him- 
self to  be  baffled,  but  the  next  moment  he  made  a 
movement  as  if  he  were  about  to  precipitate  himself 
on  Madge.  At  that  instant,  however,  Kate  who 
had  been  apparently  a  passive  spectator,  and  had 
stood  behind  Madge  placed  herself  in  line  with  the 
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old  woman,  and  flourishing  her  dagger  so  that  the 
starHght  gleamed  upon  it,  she  cried  : 

Haud  off,  man,  if  ye  have  any  regard  for  your 
life.  Behold  I  am  armed  too  and  desperation  has 
lent  me  the  strength  of  a  gaint.  I  am  practised  in 
the  use  o'  the  skein  and  I  swear  by  the  souls  of  my 
dead  kindred  that  it  shall  drink  your  blood,  an  you 
attempt  to  molest  me." 

Jamie  was  livid  with  passion,  and  yet  he 
recognised  that  he  was  foiled,  for  he  could  not  hope 
to  overcome  both  these  determined  women.  But 
still  he  resolved  to  make  a  desperate  attempt  to 
regain  his  prey,  though  he  saw  he  could  not  do  it 
by  open  violence  and  so  must  resort  to  stratagem. 

"  The  foul  fiend  tak'  ye  baith,"  he  hissed  between 
his  teeth.  You Ve  got  the  better  o'  me  and  ye  can 
gang,  but  I  pit  my  curse  upon  ye." 

Madge  laughed  derisively  and  answered  him : 

"  Yer  curses  fa'  like  water  on  the  down  o'  a  swan, 
ril  mak  a  spell  over  ye  that  shall  cause  ye  to  rot 
day  by  day,  until  a'  your  fellows  shall  shun  ye  and 
ye'll  die  like  a  leper  in  a  ditch." 

There  was  something  terribly  weird  in  her  aspect 
as  she  spoke ;  and  though  there  was  no  moon  the 
stars  were  brilliant,  and  the  space  where  the  three 
of  them  stood  was  an  open  one.  And  it  so  happened 
that  as  she  spoke  her  position  was  favourable  for 
her  eyes  to  catch  the  starlight  and  they  glistened 
like  a  snake's.  Jamie  noticed  this  glistening  and  he 
shuddered,  for  he  was  a  firm  believer  in  the  power 
of  the  so-called    evil  eye." 

"Awa'  wi'  ye,  spawn  o'  a  toad,"  he  cried, 
"  and  juist  sae  sure  as  I  feel  a  pang  in  my  body 
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through  your  deveilish  arts,  Til  hae  ye  burnt  as  a 
witch/' 

*'Aha,  my  braw  man/'  laughed  Madge  scorn- 
fully, "ye'll  be  food  for  the  worms  lang  before  ye 
can  dae  that"  Then  suddenly  she  grasped  Kate's 
hand  and  said  to  her,  "Come/'  With  a  quick  move- 
ment they  plunged  into  the  darkness  caused  by  the 
trees  and  disappeared.  Jamie  dropped  down  on 
his  knees  and  placed  his  ear  to  the  ground  to  listen 
to  their  retreating  footsteps  and  when  they  could 
no  longer  be  heard,  he  sprang  up,  and  with  a  fierce 
oath,  exclaimed : — 

"  Ye  are  no  clear  o'  me  yet,  and  before  the  day 
breaks,  I'll  hae  circumvented  you  hag,  and  will  be 
speeding  wi'  Kate  Cameron  to  Abergeldie  ! " 

Having  thus  given  vent  to  his  feelings,  and  with 
some  fixed  purpose  in  his  mind,  he  hurriedly  retraced 
his  steps  to  the  Castle. 


CHAPTER  XXXII 

TELLS  HOW  THE  TRAPPER  WAS  TRAPPED 

To  describe  the  intense  feeling  of  relief  that  Kate 
Cameron  experienced  as  she  found  herself  free  at 
last,  and  on  her  way  to  Brux,  would  be  beyond  the 
power  of  words.  But  her  feelings  of  satisfaction 
were  mingled  with  a  sense  of  burning  shame  at  the 
outrages  committed  upon  her.  And  strong  as  her 
desire  for  vengeance  was  when  her  father  and 
brothers  fell  to  the  treachery  of  Muat,  it  was 
stronger  now.  Her  blood  boiled  with  indignation 
as  she  remembered  her  sufferings  during  the  last 
forty-eight  hours,  and  nevermore  would  she  know 
rest  or  peace  of  mind  until  a  full  and  terrible  revenge 
had  been  exacted  from  her  persecutors.  One,  it  is 
true,  had  been  laid  low,  much  to  her  satisfaction  ; 
but  the  Laird  still  lived  and  against  him  there  was 
a  heavy  reckoning  to  settle. 

Kate  and  her  companion  pushed  on  as  rapidly 
as  the  circumstances  would  permit.  Kate  herself 
was  physically  exhausted  but  she  bore  up  bravely. 
Then  the  darkness  made  it  difficult  to  trace  the 
track  but  nevertheless  they  kept  on  their  way,  for 
naturally  they  were  both  anxious  to  reach  their 
destination.  But  at  last  Madge  suggested  that  they 
should  halt,  and  suspecting  no  danger  now,  the 
poor  girl  was  by  no  means  reluctant,  and  so  they 
sat  down  beneath  a  tree,  and  in  a  very  few  minutes 
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an  irresistible  drowsiness  stole  over  Kate  and  she 
sank  into  a  deep  sleep.  Madge  tried  to  prevent 
this,  but  found  it  impossible,  and  it  suddenly 
occurred  to  her  that  as  they  were  now  more  than 
half  way  to  Brux  and  as  it  wanted  nearly  four 
hours  to  daylight,  she  might  safely  leave  the  girl 
there  and  hasten  to  Brux  in  order  to  get  some  of 
the  men  to  return  with  her  and  carry  Kate  back. 
Having  resolved  on  this  plan  she  put  it  into  execu- 
tion forthwith,  having  first  of  all  taken  off  her  own 
plaid,  and  covered  it  over  the  sleeping  girl.  This 
done,  she  strode  off  at  a  rapid  rate,  and  being 
familiar  with  :^the  road,  she  reached  Brux  in  the 
course  of  an  hour  and  a  half  All  was  silent  as  the 
grave ;  not  a  light  was  to  be  seen.  The  blackness 
of  the  night  enfolded  the  pile  of  building,  permitting 
only  the  outline  of  its  architecture  to  be  discerned 
as  it  stood  out  in  relief  against  the  starlit  sky. 
Madge  clamoured  for  some  time  at  the  gate  before 
she  got  any  response.  Then  the  sleepy  warder 
demanded  angrily  who  it  was  who  made  such  noise 
at  that  hour  of  the  morning.  Madge  told  her  story, 
but  it  was  some  little  time  before  the  man  ventured 
to  open  the  gate,  and  not  then  until  he  had  got  the 
permission  of  his  superior. 

Ten  minutes  later  a  little  party  of  six  armed  men 
were  mounted  ready  to  start.  And  on  the  signal 
being  given,  they  filed  out  of  the  courtyard,  and 
were  soon  picking  their  way  towards  the  spot  where 
Kate  was  lying,  old  Madge  acting  as  guide.  As 
they  came  to  the  place  daylight  was  just  beginning 
to  assert  itself 

Kate  was  still  sleeping.    In  fact  she  had  not 


Tells  how  the  Trapper  was  Trapped  307 

stirred  apparently.  Her  mind  being  relieved  of  the 
terrible  fear  and  anxiety  that  had  weighed  upon  her 
like  a  hideous  nightmare,  exhausted  nature,  crying 
out  for  rest,  had  given  way,  and  was  recruiting 
itself  now  by  perfect  sleep. 

The  men  were  overjoyed  at  recovering  their 
young  mistress,  and  tenderly  she  was  lifted  on  to  a 
horse,  while  a  stalwart  fellow  mounted  behind  to 
prevent  her  from  falling  off.  Then  they  returned 
at  a  walking  pace,  and  old  Madge  being  exceedingly 
anxious  to  be  the  first  to  tell  the  news  to  the  Lady 
of  Brux,  hurried  forward,  and  got  some  distance 
ahead  until  she  was  lost  to  sight. 

In  the  course  of  another  half  hour  it  was  broad 
daylight.  Then  suddenly  the  foremost  horseman 
reined  in  his  steed,  stopping  those  behind  him,  for 
Madge  was  seen  advancing  towards  them  at  a 
remarkable  pace,  and  making  signs  with  her  hands 
for  them  to  stop.  These  men,  who  were  ever  on 
the  alert  for  dangers,  comprehended  that  there  was 
something  wrong,  so  they  drew  rein  until  Madge 
came  up.  She  was  out  of  breath  and  exhausted, 
but  she  managed  to  exclaim  in  a  jerky  way  : 

"Yon  brute  beast  Jamie  o'  Abergeldie,  is 
yoner  at  the  fit  o*  the  hill.  He  is  lying  there 
nae  doubt  for  me  and  Kate.  But  an  you  will 
proceed  wi'  caution,  you  can  juist  tak'  him  at  his  ain 
game." 

This  announcement,  as  may  be  readily  understood, 
caused  some  little  excitement  among  the  Camerons, 
who  were  elated  at  the  bare  idea  of  getting  Jamie 
once  more  into  their  hands.  And  so  dismounting, 
all  but  the  one  who  had  charge  of  Kate,  they 


3o8 


Kate  Cameron  of  Brux 


proceeded  with  great  caution  to  the  spot  indicated 
by  Madge.  This  spot  was  a  narrow  gap,  a  sort  of 
natural  cutting  between  a  great  mass  of  rock.  It 
commenced  abruptly  and  ended  abruptly,  and  as 
either  end  offered  every  means  of  planning  an 
ambuscade  for  an  enemy,  it  was  usual  when  a  party 
of  men  were  going  through  this  opening,  to  send 
one  of  their  number  on  as  a  scout.  The  road  was 
obliged  to  take  this  course  or  make  a  very  v/ide 
detour,  including  a  steep  ascent,  and  as  a  conse- 
quence the  gap  had  been  the  scene  of  many  a 
fight. 

When  Jamie  found  that  he  had  been  foiled  at 
Badenyon  in  his  infamous  design  on  Kate  he  at 
once  bethought  him  of  this  gap,  which  was  locally 
known  as  the  "  trap,"  and  he  had  no  doubt  that  if 
he  could  succeed  in  reaching  it  first,  before  Madge 
and  her  charge  arrived,  he  would  be  able  to  snatch 
his  prey  at  the  very  moment  of  Madge's  triumph. 
*  He  therefore  hurried  into  the  Castle  to  procure 
another  horse,  for  he  knew  that  it  be  useless  to 
search  for  the  first  one,  as  no  doubt  the  old  woman 
had  turned  it  adrift.  In  a  very  few  minutes  he 
was  mounted  and  had  crossed  the  drawbridge,  and 
in  order  that  he  might  get  ahead  of  his  intended 
victims,  he  had  to  swerve  very  considerably,  and 
this  involved  a  long  and  rough  ascent.  The  con- 
sequence was  that  he  did  not  arrive  at  the  trap 
until  Madge  had  had  time  to  reach  the  Castle,  and 
the  men  had  returned  with  her  to  rescue  Kate.  In 
fact,  he  had  only  just  arrived  when  the  old  witch 
espied  him,  for  having  made  his  horse  fast  to  a  tree 
in  the  wood,  he  had  incautiously  exposed  himself 
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and  so  Madge  caught  sight  of  him.  In  an  instant 
she  guessed  his  purpose,  and  rushed  back  to  warn 
her  friends. 

It  must  have  been  the  very  irony  of  fate  that  led 
Jamie  into  this  situatiou.  Thinking  to  form  an 
ambush  for  others,  he  had  himself  fallen  into  one, 
and  all  the  chances  had  worked  against  him.  For 
if  Kate  had  not  sunk  into  that  deep  sleep  Madge 
would  not  have  gone  to  the  Castle  first,  and  Jamie's 
cunning  plan  would  probably  have  been  successful, 
as  he  had  armed  himself  with  a  formidable  sword, 
and  he  intended  at  the  proper  moment  to  spring 
out  of  his  concealment  as  the  unsuspecting  women 
were  passing,  and  before  they  could  offer  any 
resistance,  he  would  cut  Madge  down.  The  rest 
would  be  easy,  for  he  did  not  anticipate  any 
difficulty  in  securing  Kate  and  bearing  her  off  to 
Abergeldy.  But  fate  itself  had  worked  against  him, 
and  the  would-be  trapper  was  himself  trapped. 
Only  one  of  the  Camerons  was  provided  with  a 
sword,  but  others  cut  themselves  stakes  from  the 
wood,  and  thus  armed  two  of  them  were  to  creep 
over  the  rocks  and  take  the  enemy  in  the  rear 
simultaneously  with  the  advance  of  the  other  three 
men  in  front.  These  three  waited  until  their 
comrades  had  got  well  ahead,  as  their  way  was 
more  difficult  and  longer.  Then  they  themselves 
advanced.  In  a  few  minutes  they  entered  the  gap, 
then  they  were  startled  by  a  sudden  cry  of  rage  and 
the  clash  of  steel.  Rushing  forward  they  found  that 
their  comrades  had  unearthed  Jamie,  and  the  man 
with  the  sword  at  once  attacked  him. 

If  Jamie  had  displayed  the  attributes  of  a  tiger 
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before,  how  much  more  did  he  show  them  now  when 
he  realised  that  he  was  entrapped  and  surrounded 
by  his  enemies.  He  knew  only  too  well  that  his 
life  was  in  his  hands,  and  if  he  would  save  it  he 
must  conquer  his  five  antagonists.  Getting  his 
back  against  a  rock,  he  fought  with  maddening 
desperation.  He  was  a  powerful  man,  inured  to 
the  greatest  hardships  and  endurance,  and  he 
wielded  his  long  sword  with  terrible  force.  Hatred 
of  the  Camerons  and  rage  at  being  thus  a  second 
time  foiled  stirred  him  to  supreme  efforts  of  skill 
and  daring,  and  as  he  was  an  expert  swordsman,  he 
would  probably  have  vanquished  his  foes,  as  only 
one  of  them  had  a  sword,  and  that  one  showed  that 
single-handed  he  was  not  a  match  for  the  furious 
Muat.  The  others  tried  to  get  near  him  with  their 
staves  but  he  kept  them  at  bay.  At  length  one  of 
them  stole  away  and  scaled  the  rocks  until  he  was 
exactly  over  the  spot  where  Jamie  so  fiercely  held 
his  own  against  long  odds.  Then  the  man  peering 
over,  let  fall  a  stone  as  big  as  his  fist,  and  it  struck 
Jamie  on  the  head  and  felled  him  like  an  ox. 
Instantly  his  assilants  were  on  him,  and  would 
have  dispatched  him  at  once,  but  their  leader 
stopped  them  saying  that  they  must  take  him  to 
the  Castle.  Hard  and  wooden  as  Jamie's  head 
was,  it  could  not  withstand  the  shock  of  that 
descending  piece  of  rock,  which  had  knocked  him 
perfectly  senseless  and  the  blood  flowing  over  his 
face,  which  was  already  lacerated  with  the  teeth  of 
Reid,  gave  him  a  most  ghastly  appearance. 

One  of  the  men  ran  back  and  brought  the  horses 
up,  and  Jamie  was  pitched  across  the  back  of  one 
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of  the  animals  as  if  he  had  been  a  sack  of  corn. 
Soon  the  Castle  was  reached,  without  further 
adventure,  and  as  they  had  been  descried  for  some 
time  from  the  look-out  tower,  a  crowd  had  collected 
to  meet  them,  including  the  Lady  of  Brux  herself 

By  this  time  Kate  was  aroused,  but  still  drowsy. 
She  was  deadly  pale.  Her  face  was  disfigured 
with  several  scratches  and  her  clothes  hung  in  rags. 
Her  appearance  called  forth  a  cry  of  rage  from  the 
Camerons,  and  her  mother  rushing  forward  clasped 
her  in  her  arms.  Old  Madge  was  especially 
delighted,  and  pointing  to  Jamie,  who  still  hung 
senseless  over  the  horse,  she  said, 

I  took  him  awa'  but  Fve  brought  him  back 
again ;  and  I  telt  ye  Fd  bring  the  lassie  and  there 
she  is." 

Not  much  notice  was  taken  of  her  words,  for 
everyone  was  too  intent  on  something  else.  But  it 
was  true  what  she  said,  nevertheless,  and  had  it  not 
been  for  her  the  strong  probablities  are  that  Kate 
Cameron  would  never  have  returned  alive  ;  though 
an  unexpected  chance  which  she  had  not  foreseen 
nor  calculated  upon  had  favoured  the  old  woman, 
and  so  it  w^as  by  the  mere  accident  of  circum- 
stances that  she  had  saved  her  reputation  and  been 
successful. 

The  Lady  of  Brux  was  overjoyed  at  recovering 
her  daughter,  though  sorely  distressed  as  she 
noticed  her  condition,  and  how  ill  and  jaded  she 
looked,  and  so  without  troubling  her  with  questions 
then  she  led  her  to  her  chamber,  while  the  still  in- 
sensible Jamie  was  consigned  to  the  dungeon  which 
he  had  quitted  a  few  hours  before. 
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A  TRAGEDY 

Within  a  few  minutes  of  reaching  her  room,  and 
without  waiting  for  any  food,  Kate  was  in  her  bed 
and  asleep  again.  So  thoroughly  exhausted  was 
she  after  the  awful  strain  to  which  she  had  been 
subjected,  that  she  had  no  power  to  resist  the  sleep 
that  Nature  craved  for,  and  which  was  the  best 
restorative  she  could  possibly  have.  Consequently, 
she  was  kept  perfectly  quiet,  and  no  disturbing 
influences  were  allowed  to  come  near  her. 

In  the  meantime,  Madge  took  a  great  deal  of 
credit  upon  herself  for  Kate's  return,  and  she  so  far 
drew  upon  her  imagination  as  to  state  that  it  was 
owing  to  her  magical  influence  that  Jamie  had  been 
drawn  into  the  trap  and  so  recaptured.  She  told  in 
detail,  how,  on  his  appearance  at  Badenyon,  he  was 
welcomed  with  acclamation  and  how  his  arrival  was 
made  the  excuse  for  an  orgie  during  which  the 
'  Castle  was  left  unprotected. 

Many  were  the  groans  of  regret  that  were  uttered 
as  this  was  related,  for  the  Camerons  felt  that  the 
occasion  had  presented  a  splendid  opportunity  for 
them  to  have  cut  the  throats  of  their  foes,  but  that 
opportunity  had  gone  for  ever.  There  was  a  grain 
of  satisfaction,  however,  in  the  fact  that  the  drinking 
bout  that  had  been  indulged  in  on  Jamie's  account 
was  the  very  means  of  once  more  placing  him  in 
the  dungeon  of  Brux  Castle. 
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Six  hours  later,  Kate  awoke  greatly  refreshed  and 
strengthened,  and  when  she  had  partaken  of  food 
and  wine,  and  had  reclothed  herself,  she  was  still 
further  restored,  though  she  bore  unmistakable  evi- 
dence of  the  fearful  ordeal  she  had  gone  through. 

Then  she  related  with  great  circumstantiality  her 
adventures  from  the  time  she  was  carried  off  to  the 
monoient  of  her  rescue  by  Madge.  As  the  Lady  of 
Brux  listened  to  the  stirring  recital  she  became 
furious,  and  vowed  the  direst  vengeance  against 
Muat.  Her  people  were  no  less  excited  than  she 
was.  They  felt  that  the  insult  to  their  house,  could 
only  be  atoned  for  by  blood,  and  at  once  a  council 
of  war  was  held,  and  many  were  the  suggestions 
made,  but  the  one  which  found  the  most  favour  was 
that  a  strong  muster  of  the  Camerons  should  be 
made,  and  they  should  at  once  attack  Badenyon. 

In  the  midst  of  the  discussion,  Robert  Forbes 
arrived,  and  when  he  heard  that  Kate  had  returned 
he  seemed  almost  to  take  leave  of  his  senses  with 
joy  and  excitement.  At  first  the  Lady  of  Brux  did 
not  want  the  lovers  to  meet,  as  she  thought  that  the 
excitement  might  throw  Kate  back  again  ;  but  Kate 
herself  insisted  on  seeing  Robert,  and  he  was  ad- 
mitted to  her  presence.  The  meeting  was  deeply 
affecting,  and  Kate  feeling  that  she  had  escaped 
from  an  awful  danger,  wept  with  the  emotion  that 
stirred  her,  as  her  lover  pressed  her  to  his  longing 
bosom. 

When  she  had  calmed  down  a  little  he  made  her 

relate  to  him  her  experiences,  and  he  listened  with 

increasing  passion,  until  at  last,  he  could  no  longer 

control  himself,  and,  standing  up,  he  raised  his  hand 
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above  his  head,  and  with  impressive  earnestness  and 
solemnity,  he  exclaimed — 

"  Kate,  by  the  Heaven  that  is  above  me  and  the 
God  who  rules  all,  I  vow  that  within  a  week,  I  will 
have  stilled  the  beating  of  the  Laird  o'  Abergeldie's 
heart,  or  I  will  myself  lie  dead." 

Kate  heard  this  with  mixed  feelings,  for  while 
longing  to  hear  that  the  Muat  had  paid  for  his 
crimes  with  his  life,  she  could  not  regard  without 
concern  the  peril  her  lover  must  run.  She  was  quite 
conscious  of  the  fact  now  that  Robert  was  essential 
to  her  existence ;  and  she  mentally  resolved  that  if 
he  fell  fighting  in  her  cause,  she  would  renounce  the 
world  and  all  its  passions  and  strife,  and  entering  a 
convent,  dedicate  the  rest  of  her  life  to  penance  and 
prayer. 

When  Robert  heard  of  the  proposal  of  the 
Camerons  to  attack  Badenyon  he  resolutely  set  his 
face  against  it,  and  so  well  did  he  argue  his  point 
that  he  carried  it.  He  pointed  out  that  Badenyon 
was  far  too  strong  to  fall  to  an  ordinary  attack,  and 
without  laying  a  regular  siege  to  the  Castle,  they 
could  not  hope  to  reduce  it ;  that  a  siege  might  be  a 
protracted  affair,  and  since  the  besieged  would  be 
so  well  protected  by  their  stronghold,  they  would  be 
enabled  to  inflict  great  loss  of  life  on  the  besiegers, 
who  in  all  probability  would  have  to  retire  in  the 
end  without  accomplishing  their  purpose.  "  If  we 
could  meet  these  fiendish  Muats  in  fair  fight,"  he 
added,  "  we  would  annihilate  them,  but  since  that 
cannot  be  done,  we  must  take  our  revenge  as 
we  can." 

His  listeners  were  impressed  with  his  arguments, 
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and  convinced  that  his  views  were  the  right  ones ; 
but  at  least  they  could  begin  their  revenge  at  once, 
for  was  not  Jamie  in  their  power.  Now,  to  the 
credit  of  the  Lady  of  Brux,  it  must  be  stated  that 
she  was  disposed  to  save  Jamie's  life,  for  whatever 
his  intentions  might  have  been  in  regard  to  Kate, 
he  had  pitted  himself  against  the  infamous  ruffian 
Reid,  and  had  slain  him.  But  her  people  were  in 
too  excited  a  condition  to  be  controlled,  and  forth- 
with they  dragged  Jamie  from  the  dungeon. 

He  presented  a  horrible  sight.  He  had  recovered 
consciousness,  though  he  had  the  appearance  of  one 
who  was  dazed  and  half  stupified.  His  wounded 
cheek  had  puffed  up  so  that  it  almost  obscured  the 
sight  of  the  eye  ;  while  his  hair  both  on  his  face  and 
his  head  was  roped  together  with  clotted  blood. 
He  was  ghastly  pale,  and  had  lost  so  much  blood 
that  he  was  weak  and  tottering.  With  a  yell  of 
execration  his  enemies  dragged  him  roughly  forth 
into  the  courtyard,  and  he  looked  more  like  a 
hunted  animal  than  a  man.  In  the  passionate  eyes 
of  his  foes,  he  read  his  doom,  and  steadying  himself 
with  an  effort,  he  said, 

"  Let  me  at  least  die  fighting.  Place  a  weapon  in 
my  hands  and  weak  and  ill  as  I  am,  I'll  pit  myself 
against  ony  half  dozen  of  ye  !  " 

This  proposal  was  greeted  with  a  roar  of  laughter 
and  someone  exclaimed, 

"  Thou  art  a  dog,  and  a  dog's  death  is  all  thou  art 
fit  for." 

"  Thou  art  a  Cameron  and  therefore  the  spawn  of 
hell ! "  hissed  Jamie,  with  fiery  rage  and  glaring  at 
his  tormentors  like  a  wounded  wolf 
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This  defiant  and  insulting  remark  exasperated  the 
Camerons  beyond  all  control,  and  a  struggle  was 
made  to  reach  him,  and  probably  he  would  have 
been  torn  to  pieces,  but  someone  near  struck  him  to 
to  the  ground  with  a  blow  of  his  fist.  Then  there 
arose  a  hoarse  cry  for  "  A  rape,  a  rape,"  and  in  a  few 
minutes  a  rope  was  produced,  and  the  noose  was 
slipped  over  Jamie's  neck.  The  unfortunate  man 
could  make  no  resistance.  He  knew,  in  fact,  that 
his  end  had  come,  and  he  resigned  himself  to  his 
fate  with  the  brute  courage  that  was  so  conspicuous 
in  him. 

Dozens  of  hands  grasped  the  rope,  and  he  was 
dragged  on  his  back  over  the  stones,  while  the  yells 
and  screams  of  his  executioners  must  have  sounded 
like  the  sullen  roar  of  the  sea  to  his  dying  ears  ; 
and,  if  his  fast  glazing  eyes  and  dazed  brain  were 
capable  of  realising  the  scene,  it  must  have  appeared 
to  him  as  a  kaleidoscopic  picture  of  angry  fiends 
torturing  him  to  death.  Through  the  gateway  they 
dragged  him  and  thence  to  the  dhool  tree.  By  that 
time  it  was  a  work  of  supererogation  to  hang  him, 
for  his  tongue  was  protruding  from  his  mouth  and 
his  eyes  were  starting  from  his  head.  It  was  an 
awful  and  appalling  sight,  but  not  one  atom  of  pity 
was  expressed  for  him,  by  those  who  witnessed  it 
Soon  the  rope  was  thrown  over  the  bough  of  the 
dhool  tree,  and  with  a  shout  of  revengeful  triumph 
his  executioners  hoisted  him  up,  and  the  last  act  of 
the  terrible  tragedy  was  completed. 

It  was  a  fitting  closing  to  such  a  life.  For,  born 
with  the  instincts  of  the  tiger,  Jamie's  whole  exist- 
ence had  been  one  of  outrage  and  bloodshed,  and 
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the  pity  he  had  never  shown  to  any  of  his  numerous 
victims  was  denied  him  in  that  supreme  moment 
when  the  impenetrable  shadows  of  the  grave  en- 
folded him.  And  so  this  man  of  blood  had 
violently  closed  his  career,  with  his  dying  ears 
assailed  with  the  passionate  execrations  of  his 
revengeful  foes.  And  as  the  dead  body  swung  and 
twisted  about  at  the  end  of  the  rope,  the  Camerons 
broke  into  a  wild  song  of  triumph  as  they  saw  that 
this  fierce  man  whom  they  hated  with  a  hatred  pass- 
ing words,  was  dead  at  last. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV 


BITTER  REFLECTIONS 

It  took  the  Muats  many  hours  to  sleep  off  their 
drunken  stupor,  and  the  morning  was  growing  old 
before  it  became  generally  known,  that  something 
had  happened  during  the  night.  The  Laird  himself 
was  the  first  to  make  the  discovery.  He  awoke  on 
his  bed  of  rushes,  and  sitting  bold  upright,  he  saw 
evidence  around  him  of  the  fierceness  of  the  revel. 
For  some  of  the  people  were  yet  lying  where  they 
had  sunk  down  in  their  drunken  helplessness.  The 
tables  still  dripped  with  spilled  beer  and  brandy ; 
and  strewn  about  were  broken  platters  and  cups, 
and  in  one  corner  was  a  still  snoring  piper,  and 
beneath  him  were  his  pipes,  broken  and  crushed 
into  uselessness. 

The  Laird  rubbed  his  eyes  and  scratched  his  head 
as  if  he  hoped  thereby  to  clear  his  muddled  brains  ; 
but  it  was  some  time  before  he  could  fully  realise 
the  situation.  He  struggled  to  his  feet  and  shook 
himself,  and  then  by  way  of  a  reviver  he  poured  a 
good  pint  of  ale  and  brandy  down  his  parched 
throat,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  mist  rolled  away 
from  his  brain.  Then  he  bethought  him  of  Kate, 
and  he  resolved  to  pay  her  a  visit.  On  entering  her 
room  he  started  back  in  horror  and  fear  at  the 
sight  that  met  his  gaze.  There  was  evidence  in  the 
overturned   and   broken   things   of  the  terrible 
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struggle  that  had  taken  place  ;  and  on  the  floor 
stark  and  ghastly,  a  frozen  look  of  fear  and  passion 
on  his  stony  face,  was  the  leech  Reid,  and  all  around 
him  was  a  great  pool  of  congealed  blood,  which  had 
flowed  from  three  separate  wounds,  one  of  which 
was  in  the  eye,  and  this  heightened  the  ghastliness 
of  the  dead  man  in  an  appallingly  horrible 
manner. 

The  unexpected  and  fearful  sight  affected  the 
Laird  almost  to  faintness,  strong  man  as  he  was. 
He  had  come  expecting  to  feast  his  eyes  on  the 
beauty  of  his  prisoner,  and  instead,  he  was  con- 
fronted with  death  in  its  most  hideous  and  revolting 
aspect.  What  did  it  mean  ?  A  tragedy  had  been 
enacted,  but  by  whom  and  why  ?  The  Laird  had 
very  soon  spread  the  alarm,  and  it  did  not  take  long 
to  discover  then  that  Kate,  Old  Madge,  and  Jamie 
were  gone,  and  that  two  horses  were  missing.  For 
a  little  time  the  affair  presented  itself  as  a  mystery, 
until  the  Laird  believed  he  had  found  the  key  to  it 
in  the  missing  horses.  His  cousin  Jamie  had  first 
of  all  killed  the  leech,  and  then,  with  the  aid  of 
Madge,  had  carried  off*  Kate. 

This  was  so  in  accordance  with  the  known  con- 
duct of  Jamie,  that  the  Laird  was  astonished  that  it 
did  not  occur  to  him  instantly.  Now  as  he  thought 
of  it,  he  became  almost  mad  with  rage,  for  he  felt 
that  he  had  been  outwitted  by  his  own  cousin,  and 
at  his  own  game.  The  warder  who  had  been  in 
charge  of  the  bridge  during  the  eventful  night  was 
thrust  into  a  dungeon  and  threatened  with  hanging  ; 
and  a  trusty  messenger  was  dispatched  with  in- 
structions to  ride  at  break-neck  speed  to  Abergeldy, 
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where  he  was  to  learn  by  stealth  whether  Jamie 
had  arrived,  and  what  he  had  done  with  Kate. 

The  hours  that  intervened  before  the  return  of 
messenger  were  passed  by  the  Laird  in  sullen, 
morose  silence.  He  was  depressed  and  feverish 
from  the  effects  of  his  debauch,  and  the  mystery 
surrounding  the  tragedy  that  had  taken  place 
during  the  silent  watches  of  the  night  troubled  him 
and  made  him  restless, — for  he  felt  that  he  had 
been  outwitted  by  his  sweet  cousin  Jamie,  as  in  fact 
he  would  have  been  if  Jamie  had  not  been  outwitted 
by  old  Madge.  Of  course  the  Laird  was  furious 
against  Jamie,  although  at  present  there  was  only 
circumstantial  evidence  against  him ;  but  in  his 
present  frame  of  mind,  that  was  enough  for  the 
Laird,  and  he  swore  the  biggest  oaths  that  he 
could  think  of  that  he  would  inflict  summary 
chastisement  on  his  perfidious  cousin.  With  the 
evening,  however,  came  back  the  messenger  with 
the  startling  information  that  Jamie  had  not  re- 
turned to  his  home,  and  no  one  had  seen  him. 

The  Laird  was  more  than  puzzled  now.  What 
did  this  mean  ?  There  was  some  mystery.  What 
was  it  ?  The  only  man  apparently  who  could  have 
given  any  information,  namely  the  leech,  was  dead, 
and  he  had  beyond  all  question  of  doubt  been 
murdered.  Who  had  murdered  him  if  not  Jamie  ? 
And  was  it  not  morally  certain  that  old  Madge 
and  Jamie  had  been  in  collusion,  and  with  her  aid 
he  had  carried  off  Kate  ?  Though  where  he  had 
taken  her  to  was  not  determinable  then. 

This  was  the  process  of  reasoning  that  the  Laird 
went  through  over  and  over  again  during  that 
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anxious  day.  He  was  sullen,  silent,  and  morose, 
and  everyone  kept  out  of  his  way  as  much  as 
possible. 

During  the  day  the  leech's  body  was  buried  in  a 
rough  grave  on  the  hill-side  not  far  from  the  Castle, 
and  the  room  in  which  the  tragedy  was  enacted  was 
cleansed  of  its  ghastly  evidence  of  the  struggle  that 
had  taken  place. 

h.s  the  state  of  suspense  was  intolerable  in  his 
present  frame  of  mind,  the  Laird  determined  to  try 
and  learn  something  about  what  was  going  on  at 
Brux,  and  with  that  end  in  view  he  despatched  one 
of  his  trusted  followers  to  pick  up  some  news  if 
possible.  This  man,  who  was  very  old,  with  long 
white  hair,  disguised  himself  as  a  mendicant,  and 
with  a  staff  in  his  hand  set  off,  and  in  due  course 
arrived  at  Brux  Castle.  He  was  dust-stained,  and 
had  the  appearance  of  one  who  was  bowed  down 
with  sorrow,  and  was  utterly  weary.  Presenting 
himself  at  the  Castle  gate,  he  craved  charity, 
which  was  duly  accorded  to  him.  When  he  had 
refreshed  himself  with  meat  and  drink,  he  inquired 
whose  body  it  was  that  was  suspended  on  the  dhool 
tree,  for  Jamie's  body  was  still  hanging  there. 
When  he  was  informed,  he  had  great  difficulty  to 
keep  from  betraying  himself 

"  And  hoo  did  ye  manage  to  capture  ane  wha 
bore  the  reputation  of  having  a  charmed  life  ?  It 
was  said  that  no  man  could  take  Jamie." 

"Ah,  ah,"  laughed  the  man  addressed,  "the 
Camerons  generally  manage  tae  get  their  enemies 
intil  their  hands  some  day  or  ither.  I  believe 
mysel'  that  Jamie  had  dealing  with  the  deil,  but 
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that  couldna  save  him  frae  the  rape.  He's  played 
us  many  a  trick,  but  we  got  him  at  last,  and 
there's  his  ugly  carcase^as  evidence  of  oor  power." 

The  spy,  having  learnt  all  the  news  that  he  was 
likely  to  get,  soon  after  took  his  departure,  and 
when  he  got  some  distance  away  he  shook  his  fist 
in  the  direction  of  the  Castle,  and  exclaimed 
savagely, 

"Ye  hae  dune  a  deed  that  will  cost  ye  dear,  and 
ye  shall  sune  find  the  Muats  ken  weel  hoo  tae 
avenge  a  wrang  o'  that  kind." 

He  hurried  back  to  Badenyon,  where  he  made 
known  the  news.  Muat  was  furious,  but  he  was 
still  puzzled  to  understand  how  it  was  Jamie  had 
fallen  into  the  hands  of  his  enemies  a  second  time. 

"  They  will  pay  for  this,"  he  muttered  fiercely. 
"There  shall  be  a  deep  and  deadly  reckoning 
between  us  before  long." 

He  unconsciously  uttered  a  prediction  when  he 
said  this,  though  the  prediction  was  to  be  verified 
in  a  way  somewhat  different  from  what  he  could 
possibly  have  anticipated. 

He  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  in  sullen  gloom,  and 
greatly  troubled  in  his  mind.  The  death  of  his 
leech,  the  mysterious  disappearance  of  Kate,  and 
the  hanging  of  Jamie  by  the  Camerons  irritated  him 
almost  beyond  control,  and  he  tried  to  find  consola- 
tion in  draughts  of  beer.  But  there  was  no  revell- 
ing in  the  Castle  that  night.  The  spirit  of  melan- 
choly seemed  to  have  settled  down  on  everyone. 
The  previous  night  had  been  a  wild  debauch, 
during  which  for  the  time  being  care  had  been 
drowned,  and  no  thought  of  to-morrow  had  troubled 
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any  of  them.  But  now  the  reaction  had  set  in,  and 
the  hilarity,  the  laughter,  the  song,  the  jest,  the 
dance  were  but  memories  like  to  memories  of  a 
dream.  The  fire  had  burned  fiercely  while  it  lasted 
but  it  was  out  now,  and  only  the  white  ashes  re- 
mained. 


CHAPTER  XXXV 


THE  KNIGHT  AND  HIS  MISSION 

The  following  morning  the  Laird  rose  full  of  a 
bitter  spirit  and  still  breathing  vows  of  vengeance 
against  his  enemies  the  Camerons.  He  was 
conscious  of  the  fact  that  he  had  been  outwitted, 
and  he  would  never  be  happy  again  until  he  had 
retaliated.  He  therefore  sought  counsel  with  his 
lieutenant,  and  discussed  with  him  what  were  the 
best  means  to  take  to  inflict  chastisement  on  the 
saucy  enemy.  It  was  agreed  that  it  would  be 
utterly  useless  to  openly  attack  Brux  Castle,  as 
such  a  step  could  not  fail  to  end  in  disastrous  and 
crushing  defeat.  But  it  was  arranged  that  the 
Muats  should  exercise  unusual  vigilance  in  order  to 
waylay  stray  Camerons  and  slay  them  wherever 
found.  This,  if  carried  out  would  have  led  to  a 
vendetta  that  must  have  ended  in  all  but  complete 
extermination  of  one  or  other  of  the  rival  clans, 
but  Fate  was  making  another  plan,  which  was  soon 
to  be  put  into  execution. 

About  noon  that  morning  the  blast  of  a  trumpet 
warned  the  inmates  of  the  Castle  that  some  one 
approached,  and  a  solitary  horseman  presented 
himself  at  the  gate  and  demanded  admittance. 
He  was  unarmed  save  for  the  indispensable  skein, 
and  he  bore  on  his  shoulder  a  short  staff,  from 
which  fluttered  the  pennon  of  the  Forbes.  He 
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announced  himself  as  coming  from  Robert  Forbes, 
the  youngest  son  of  Lord  Forbes,  and  he  deman- 
ded an  interview  with  the  Laird.  He  was  led 
into  the  courtyard  where  he  remained  seated  on 
his  horse.  Very  soon  the  courtyard  was  filled  with 
the  Muats  all  anxious  and  eager  to  hear  what  the 
message  was  that  Robert  Forbes  had  sent. 

The  man  sat  on  his  horse  stolid  and  silent,  and 
apparently  utterly  indifferent  to  the  inquiring 
glances  directed  to  him.  In  a  few  minutes  the 
Laird  appeared.  Then  the  man  rose  in  his  stirrups, 
made  a  salute,  and  planting  the  staff  of  the  pennon 
in  a  leather  socket  at  his  knee,  he  flung  with  his 
right  hand  a  steel  gauntlet  at  the  foot  of  the  Laird, 
and  exclaimed  : 

"  Laird  o'  Abergeldy,  I  am  Walter  Duncan, 
knight  to  Robert  Forbes,  son  of  Lord  Forbes,  and 
I  am  instructed  by  Robert  Forbes  to  challenge  thee 
to  mortal  combat." 

At  this  announcement  a  roar  of  laughter  broke 
forth,  for  Robert  Forbes  was  known  to  be  a  mere 
youth,  and  physically  delicate  withal,  so  that  a 
challenge  from  him  to  the  giant  Muat  seemed  the 
very  essence  of  ridiculousness.  The  man  was  utter- 
ly indifferent  to  the  jeers,  and  waited  the  response. 

"  And  wherefore  does  thy  master  challenge  me  ? 
demanded  the  Laird,  with  a  contemptous  scowl. 

"  He  challenges  thee  in  the  name  of  truth,  honour 
and  justice.  He  challenges  thee  in  order  that 
bloodshed  may  cease  between  thy  people  and  the 
Camerons,  for  Robert  Forbes  appears  as  the 
champion  of  the  Camerons.  He  is  pledged  to  win 
Kate  Cameron  as  his  bride.    But  that  prize  can 
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only  be  won  by  slaying  thee.  Therefore  in  the 
eyes  of  all  the  country,  he  dares  thee  to  meet  him, 
and  once  and  for  ever  settle  the  quarrel  between 
thy  house  and  the  house  he  champions.  And  it 
shall  solemnly  be  declared  between  you  by  binding 
oath  that,  no  matter  which  one  of  you  shall  conquer, 
from  that  day  henceforth  strife  shall  cease  between 
the  Camerons  and  the  Muats,  and  they  shall  no 
more  molest  each  other.*' 

These  words,  pronounced  in  clear  ringing  tones, 
made  an  impression,  although  many  of  the  listeners 
could  not  repress  laughter  at  what  seemed  to  them 
the  absurd  idea  of  Robert  Forbes  and  their  Laird 
fighting.  Such  a  combat  could  have  but  one  issue, 
according  to  their  way  of  thinking,  and  that  issue 
would  be  that  within  five  minutes  of  the  combatants 
striking  the  first  blow  Forbes  would  be  hacked  to 
pieces. 

The  Laird  did  not  give  his  reply  directly.  He 
was  a  little  puzzled  and  even  startled  by  the  extra- 
ordinary nature  of  the  challenge,  and  he  consulted 
for  some  few|minutes  with  some  of  his  people.  Then 
he  asked — 

"  An'  I  refuse  to  accept  the  challenge,  what 
then?" 

Thou  wilt  be  branded  throughout  Aberdeenshire 
as  an  arrant  coward." 

The  Laird  smiled  as  he  answered : 

"  I  might  afford  to  be  indifferent  tae  that,  since 
everyone  kens  fine  Fm  no  a  coward.  If  I  hesitate 
th'  noo  it  is  because  I  dinna  consider  that  my 
challenger  and  I  will  meet  on  fair  terms.  He  is  no 
a  match  for  me  and  must  be  slain." 
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^'That  is  his  own  afifair.  You  must  accept  the 
challenge  or  take  the  consequences.  Say  what 
message  shall  I  take  back  ?  " 

The  Laird  was  thoughtful  for  a  minute  or  two. 
Then — 

"  Good  :  I  take  up  thy  gage  and  accept  the 
challenge.  But  I  call  all  these,  my  people,  tae 
witness  that  I  dae  it  reluctantly,  because  I  hae  nae 
personal  quarrel  wi'  young  Forbes,  and^  we  are  too, 
unequally  matched.  But  that's  nae  my  fault.  Sin 
he  insists  upon  it  Til  meet  him  this  day  week  in 
the  Vale  o'  Badenyon,  and  fecht  him  to  death. 
Art  thou  satisfied  ?  " 

"  Ay,  but  it  is  understood,  that  there  is  tae  be 
nae  treachery." 

"  There  shall  be  nae  treachery. 

"  That  the  fecht  shall  be  a  single  combat." 

*  Ay,  between  me  and  Robert  Forbes." 

"  In  the  presence  of  as  many  of  each  clan  as  can 
be  mustered ! " 

"  Ay,  that  condition  also  shall  be  observed." 

"And  with  the  end  of  the  fecht  shall  end  the 
feud  for  evermore  between  Muats  and  Camerons." 

"  That  also  dae  I  readily  agree  tae." 

"  Then  my  business  is  ended  and  I  take  my 
leave,"  said  the  man. 

As  there  was  no  further  conditions  to  make  the 
Laird  ordered  the  stirrup  cup  to  be  presented  to 
the  Knight,  who,  when  he  had  drunk  it,  took  his 
leave  and  rode  away. 

As  soon  as  he  was  out  of  hearing  the  Muats  once 
more  broke  out  into  unrestrained  laughter.  The 
whole  thing  seemed  so  utterly  absurd,  and  the 
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advantages  so  manifestly  on  their  side,  that  they 
could  not  help  feeling  elated.  Although  the  Laird 
himself  had  been  boiling  over  with  anger  a  little 
while  before,  and  vowing  all  sorts  of  vengeance 
against  his  foes,  he  was  by  no  means  sorry  at  this 
unexpected  turn  that  things  had  taken.  For  he  was 
firmly  persuaded  that  he  had  only  to  make  one 
sweep  of  his  great  sword  to  stretch  Forbes  dead  at 
his  feet,  and  that  done,  if  the  agreement  was  kept, 
he  could  henceforth  live  in  peace,  and  have  no  fear 
of  further  molestation  from  the  Camerons.  It 
would  be  a  cheap  an  easy  way  of  bringing  to  a 
termination  a  feud  that  had  existed  so  many 
years. 

The  gloom  that  had  weighed  upon  the  Muats  an 
hour  ago  was  lifted  now  ;  and  they  grew  merry  and 
jocund  as  they  discussed  this  strange  matter.  They 
regarded  Robert  Forbes  with  contemptuous  pity, 
and  looked  upon  him  as  an  inflated  young  fool, 
who  would  pay  with  his  life  the  penalty  of  his 
presumption.  The  possibility  of  their  Laird  being 
defeated  never  for  a  single  instant  entered  into 
their  calculations.  In  fact,  if  any  man  had  dared 
to  suggest  such  a  thing,  he  would  have  been  laughed 
to  scorn  as  a  pitable  fool. 

Rob  Forbes  conquer  the  gigantic  and  redoubt- 
able Laird  o'  Abergeldy  whom  all  men  feared. 
Pah  !  the  thing  was  too  ridiculous  to  be  entertained 
for  a  single  instant.  Whether  their  self-confidence 
was  justfied  will  be  seen  presently. 

In  the  course  of  a  couple  of  days  the  news  had 
flown  far  and  wide,  and  "  Rob  Forbes  o'  Drumminor 
is  going  to  fecht  the  auld  Laird  o'  Abergeldy  "  was 
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the  bruit  up  and  down  the  valley  of  Strathdon, 
from  old  Corgaff  to  the  Pass  of  Alford  ;  and  all 
the  clansmen  prepared  for  the  day  from  Tomintoul 
to  the  heights  of  Glentanner. 

There  was  no  one  who  heard  it,  however,  but  what 
shook  his  head  and  said,  "  It's  a  wild  challenge  and 
a  luckless  weird  for  Lord  Forbes  youngest  son. 
The  laddie's  but  a  puir  weak  thing  wi'  a  beardless 
mou'  and  a  lithe  arm.  While  Muat's  auld 
and  strong  wi*  a  giant's  might.  He's  weel  used 
tae  the  claymore,  and  at  one  blow  he'll  send  the 
callant's  head  aff  like  the  top  o*  a  syboe." 

Robert  could  not  fail  to  hear  the  general  opinion 
that  prevailed,  and  had  he  been  moved  by  a  less 
strong  motive  he  might  have  hesitated  and  been 
daunted.  But  what  will  love  not  prompt  men  to 
do !  Love  in  his  case  blinded  him  to  every  con- 
sideration of  self,  and  he  would  have  dared  a 
regiment  of  soldiers.  Kate  who  had  quite  recovered 
from  the  effects  of  the  terrible  ordeal  she  had 
passed  through,  could  not  fail  to  have  some  secret 
misgivings  for  the  safety  of  her  lover.  But  she  felt 
it  to  be  her  duty  not  to  breathe  a  single  word  that 
might  tend  to  discourage  him.  Her  mother,  she 
knew,  would  never  consent  to  the  marriage  unless 
he  fought,  for  she  was  now  more  than  ever  incensed 
against  the  Laird  o'  Abergeldy,  and  ceaselessly 
anathematised  him,  and  wished  him  dead.  The 
insults  to  which  he  had  subjected  her  daughter  had 
so  inflamed  her  that  if  Forbes  failed  to  fight,  she 
resolved  to  send  the  fiery  cross  amongst  her  clan 
and  never  lay  down  arms  until  Muat  was  slain. 

If  Rob  had  any  misgivings  himself,  he  endea- 
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voured  to  hide  them.  But  sometimes  as  he  held 
Kate  to  his  breast,  he  would  sigh  and  say : 

"  If  I  fall,  darling,  thou  wilt  sometimes  think  of 
me  as  one  who  loved  thee  as  man  will  never  love 
again/' 

She  did  all  she  could  to  nerve  him,  telling 
him  that  such  love  as  theirs  must  conquer  all 
things. 

Night  and  day  Rob  prepared  himself  for  the 
great  struggle.  At  first  his  family  were  opposed  to 
it,  but,  seeing  that  his  determination  could  not 
possibly  be  shaken,  they  yielded,  and  feeling  that 
the  honour  of  their  own  house  was  at  stake,  they 
gave  him  such  counsel  as  they  thought  would  serve 
him.  Lord  Forbes  himself  was  a  magnificent 
swordsman,  and  he  drilled  his  son  for  many  hours  a 
day.  Rob  was  an  apt  pupil,  and  not  only  gained 
strength  of  wrist,  but  displayed  marvellous  dexterity. 

The  night  before  the  day  appointed  for  the 
fight  he  visited  Kate.  It  was  mutually  agreed  that 
they  should  not  sec  each  other  the  next  morning 
lest  the  parting  might  unnerve  the  young  man. 

They  lingered  long  with  each  other,  renewing 
their  vows  and  praying  to  the  saints  for  victory. 
Their  parting  was  very  painful,  and  as  their  lips 
met  in  a  final  kiss  Kate  murmured  : 

"  A  few  hours  more  will  decide  our  fate. 
Heaven  strengthen  thy  arm  and  keep  thy  eye 
steady  and  love  will  fill  thy  heart  with  dauntless 
courage." 

Rob  embraced  her  again  and  again,  and  then 
tore  himself  away,  wondering  whether  he  would 
evermore  behold  her  sweet  face. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI 

TRUE  LOVE  TESTED 

At  length,  the  momentous  day  arrived,  a  day 
that  was  big  with  the  fate  of  Rob  Forbes  and  Kate 
Cameron.  The  sun  rose  in  an  almost  cloudless 
sky,  and  at  an  early  hour  the  clans  began  to  muster 
in  Strathdon  to  witness  the  combat.  The  fight  was 
to  take  place  at  the  head  of  Glenbucket,  and  here 
the  echoes  were  awakened  by  the  measured  tramp 
of  the  men  as  they  came  upon  the  ground,  and  the 
skirl  of  the  bagpipes  as  the  pipers  of  each  clan 
played  their  inspiriting  and  martial  strains. 

Six  hundred  Forbeses  in  warlike  array  marched  up 
that  morning  to  see  fair  play  to  their  champion,  and 
as  there  was  almost  as  many  Camerons  it  would 
have  fared  ill  with  the  Muats  had  they  again 
contemplated  treachery.  From  the  pass  that  led 
to  the  stern  wilds  of  Abergeldy  between  six  and 
seven  hundred  Muats  streamed  down  into  the 
valley,  which  now  presented  a  most  picturesque 
and  animated  sight.  Each  clan  arrayed  itself  in 
line  with  banners  flying  and  bagpipes  sounding. 
The  flank  of  the  Forbeses  rested  on  the  flank  of  the 
Camerons  this  position  having  been  mutually 
agreed  upon  in  order  that  they  should  conjointly 
attack  the  Muats  if  they  displayed  any  treachery. 
This,  however,  was  not  likely,  for  the  Muats  could 
not  be  blind  to  the  fact  that  they  would  run  the 
risk  of  being  annihilated. 


332  Kate  Cameron  of  Brux 

In  a  few  minutes  Rob  Forbes  rode  up  attended 
by  a  single  esquire.  His  heart  palpitated  as  he 
stepped  forth  into  the  arena  appointed  for  the  fight 
and  glanced  round  on  the  serried  ranks  of  the 
expectant  multitude.  He  felt  as  if  it  was  a  day  of 
execution,  when  either  he  or  Muat  must  lie  dead 
upon  the  sod  before  another  hour  had  passed. 

Rob  was  dressed  in  armour  with  a  polished 
helmet  that  flashed  in  the  sunshine.  He  looked 
very  handsome,  but  thin  and  fragile,  when  compared 
with  his  grim  and  ponderous  adversary,  who 
frowned  upon  him  with  contemptuous  defiance. 
Before  the  fight  began,  the  assembled  chiefs  held  a 
conference,  and  it  was  solemnly  vowed,  with  bare 
heads  and  hands  held  aloft  to  Heaven,  that  this 
single  combat,  no  matter  which  conquered,  should 
for  ever  put  an  end  to  the  feud  and  there  should  be 
no  more  bloodshed  And  it  was  further  vowed, 
that  no  matter  which  way  the  battle  went,  so  long 
as  there  was  no  treachery,  not  an  arm  of  another 
man  should  be  stirred  to  interfere,  and  that  as  soon 
as  one  of  the  champions  fell,  the  clans  should  retire 
from  further  warfare. 

At  length  all  was  ready  and  the  combatants  stood 
face  to  face.  Young  Forbes'  father  and  brothers 
left  his  side  with  much  advice  and  many  an  exhor- 
tation, and  telling  him  that  the  honour  of  his  house 
that  day  rested  on  him. 

And  now  the  bugle  sounded  and  the  champions 
approached  each  other.  It  was  an  anxious  moment, 
and  the  contrast  between  the  two  figures  was  most 
marked.  A  murmur  of  anxiety  rang  through  the 
ranks  of  the  Camerons  and  the  Forbeses  as  they 
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saw  how  over-matched  young  Forbes  was  ;  while 
the  Muats  could  not  repress  exclamations  of  satis- 
faction as  they  confidently  counted  on  an  easy 
victory.  Rob  turned  his  target  before  his  body, 
and  placed  his  foot  to  the  foot  of  Muat,  and  then 
with  a  cry  of  "  God,  and  Kate  Cameron,"  his  battle- 
axe  rang  against  the  shield  of  his  foe. 

Long  they  fought  with  heavy  strokes  and  varying 
fortunes,  and  Muat  soon  discovered  that  he  was  not 
to  have  such  an  easy  victory  as  he  anticipated. 
Blood  flowed  from  each,  their  targets  were  shivered 
to  pieces,  and  so  they  threw  away  their  battle 
axes,  and  their  respective  knights  handed  them 
their  long  claymores,  and  the  battle  now  entered 
upon  another  phase.  The  swordsmanship  drew 
forth  shouts  of  praise  from  the  spectators,  but 
the  anxiety  of  the  Forbeses  and  the  Camerons  was 
terrible  as  they  saw  how  nobly  their  champion  was 
struggling  for  life,  honour,  vengeance,  and  love. 

For  some  minutes  more  the  battle  raged  without 
advantage  to  each  side.  Rob  held  his  own  and 
displayed  a  skill  that  amazed  while  it  drew  forth 
warm  praises  from  his  friends.  At  length  the  Muat 
with  one  mighty  swing  of  his  sword  struck  Rob's 
sword  from  his  hand  ;  it  was  dripping  with  blood 
and  spinning  high  in  the  air,  it  fell  many  yards 
behind  him. 

The  Muats  gave  a  cheer  that  went  echoing 
amongst  the  hills,  whilst  the  Forbeses  and  the 
Camerons  stood  silent  with  fearful  consternation. 
For  an  instant  Rob's  face  seemed  to  express  despair, 
but  only  for  an  instant.  He  was  deathly  pale. 
His  brow  was  knit,  his  nostrils  dilated,  and  his  lips 
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were  firmly  compressed.  Then  he  noticed  that  his 
giant  adversary  showed  signs  of  being  spent.  There 
was  no  time  to  be  lost ;  he  drew  his  long  dirk,  and 
shouting  again,  God,  and  Kate  Cameron,''  he 
sprang  on  his  adversary  like  a  lion.  Then  they 
were  locked  in  a  deadly  grip  and  in  the  desperate 
struggle,  both  fell,  Abergeldy  underneath.  With 
one  tremendous  and  overpowering  effort,  Rob 
managed  to  raise  himself,  and  the  next  moment  his 
dirk  was  buried  to  the  hilt  in  Muat's  heart.  With 
wonderful  command  of  himself  and  enforced  calm- 
ness he  slowly  drew  the  weapon  out,  and  holding  it 
high  above  him  with  the  blood  dripping  from  its 
sullied  blade  he  cried  aloud  : 

"  Victory ! "  and  taking  off  his  battered  helmet, 
he  said  reverently,  "  God  I  thank  Thee." 

Then  arose  a  mighty  shout  from  his  friends.  A 
shout  such  as  the  vale  had  never  before  heard.  It 
was  a  shout  that  shook  the  solid  hills.  It  was 
heard  beyond  Glenbucket  Castle  and  to  the  very 
foot  of  Strathdon.  The  Muats  seem  paralysed  as 
they  saw  that  the  life  of  their  chief  was  ebbing  away. 
And  while  they  broke  out  into  doleful  wailing,  the 
Forbeses  and  the  Camerons  cried  : 

"  To  Brux,  to  Brux  !  " 

Robert  was  hoisted  on  the  shoulders  of  two 
powerful  men,  and  amidst  the  screams  of  the  bag- 
pipes and  the  deafening  cheers  of  victory,  the 
twelve  hundred  men  streamed  down  the  valley. 

The  Lady  of  Brux,  her  daughter,  and  those  who 
had  remained  behind,  heard  the  triumphant  shouts, 
and  guessing  what  they  meant  they  rushed  forth  to 
meet  the  victor.     The  widow  caught  the  youth  in 
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her  arms,  and  pressing  him  to  her  heart,  she  cried  : 
"  Thou  hast  done  it  at  last,  my  noble  son,  and 
my  dear  ones  are  avenged."    Then  she  released 
him  and  Kate  flew  into  his  arms. 

Haste,  haste  for  a  priest,"  cried  the  Lady  of 
Brux,  and  as  she  noticed  the  hot  blushes  on  her 
daughter's  face,  she  said  : 

"Wherefore  dost  thou  blush Thou,  hast  a 
gallant  lad  for  a  husband,  and  one  that  shall  restore 
the  honours  of  our  house  and  clan.''  Then  turning 
to  some  of  her  people,  she  said  :  "  Haste,  I  say,  for 
a  priest  while  the  gorge  is  yet  warm,  for  this  very 
night  my  daughter  shall  lie  in  this  youth's  arms, 
before  Muat's  blood  shall  dry  on  his  victorious 
steel." 

With  a  wild  gallop  half-a-dozen  men  set  off  for  a 
priest,  who  was  speedily  got,  and  that  night  there 
was  a  feast  and  a  wedding  at  Brux,  and  such 
revelling  as  the  old  Castle  had  never  before  seen. 

It  was  indeed  a  happy  night  for  Kate  and  Rob, 
and  with  the  close  of  that  eventful  day  the  house  of 
Cameron  was  merged  into  that  of  Forbes,  and  the 
Forbeses  of  that  ilk  were  destined  to  become  a 
numerous  line,  and  even  at  the  present  day  the 
songs  of  the  people  in  the  glens  celebrate  the  loves 
of  the  first  Laird  and  his  bonnie  wife.  His  love 
had  been  sorely  tested,  but  it  had  survived  the 
ordeal,  and  proved  itself  true,  and,  it  was  admitted 
on  all  sides,  a  happier  couple  than  Rob  Forbes  and 
his  sweet  Kate  Cameron  never  existed.  The  Muats 
faithfully  respected  their  vow,  and  from  that  day 
forth  there  was  peace  between  the  two  houses. 

THE  END. 
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Author  of  *  The  Medicine  Lady,'  &c.    Cloth,  6s. — Fourth  Edition, 

St  James's  Budget. — ' "  The  Desire  of  Men  "  is  not  the  sort  of  book  to  read  on 
a  wild  winter's  night  when  one  is  alone  in  the  house.  It  would  be  a  crime 
to  spoil  the  treat  which  awaits  lovers  of  the  supernatural  and  uncanny  in  Mrs 
Meade's  pages.* 

Liverpool  Courier. — 'The  story  is  an  awfully  weird  one,  and  possesses  a 
strong  fascination,  which  holds  the  reader  until  the  climax  is  reached.' 
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The  Red «=  Headed  Man.    By  Fergus  UvME.—Th'rd  Edition, 
Author  of  *  The  Mystery  of  a   Hansom   Cab,'  &c.     Cloth,  6s. 

World. — '"The  Red-Headed  Man  "  is  perhaps  the  best  piece  of  work  that  Mr 
Fergus  Hume  has  given  us  since  he  wrote  "The  Mystery  of  a  Hansom 
Cab."  In  it  he  shows  more  than  his  wonted  skill  in  the  unravelling  of  a 
mystery  which  is  unusually  complex.  .  .  .  Brightly  and  smartly  written, 
Mr  Fergus  Hume's  tale  contains  not  a  single  dull  chapter.' 


Angel :  A  Cornish  Romance.    By  Mrs  Ensell. 

Author  of  '  Lanherst,'  '  The  Pearl  of  Lisnadon,'  &c.    Cloth,  6s. 

Black  and  White. — '  Mrs  Ensell  can  write  a  story  which  is  a  pleasure  to  read 
on  account  of  her  manner  of  telling  her  story.  "Angel"  is  a  romance  of 
Cornwall,  and  is  written  in  the  simplest  manner — a  manner  which  is  quite 
the  best  for  the  story  Mrs  Ensell  tells.  She  has  a  keen  sense  of  the  beauties 
of  Nature,  and  a  skilful  pen  in  describing  them.  "  Angel "  is  an  interesting 
tale,  written  in  a  quiet,  pleasant  style.' 


The  Yellow  Badge.    By  Jean  Middlemass. 

Author  of  '  A  Girl  in  a  Thousand,'  &c.    Cloth,  6s,—Second  Edition, 

Public  Opinion. — '"The  Yellow  Badge"  shows  the  hand  of  a  skilled  writer. 
The  story  is  worthy  of  the  author's  reputation,  and  should  be  widely  read.' 


The  Chains  of  Circumstance.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 

Author  of  'The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke,'  &c.  Cloth,  6s.— 
Second  Edition, 

Irish  Times. — 'A  good  novel,  artfully  flavoured,  well  worked  out  and  attrac- 
tively written,  the  book  will  be  found  pleasing  and  entertaining.' 


The  Lost  Laird.    By  J.  E.  Muddock. 

Author  of  'For  God  and  the  Czar,'  'Stripped  of  the  Tinsel,'  'Without 
Faith  or  Fear,'  &c. — Second  Edition, 

Daily  Clironicle. — '  Mr  Muddock  has  caught  the  spirit  and  temper  of  the  times 
with  success.  His  story  is  well  laid  and  simply  told,  while  among  the 
characters  we  note  as  especially  good  in  delineation  are  Janet  Ogilvie  and 
Kenneth  Graham,  the  faithful  servitors  of  the  laird — Jamee  Eraser.' 

The  Loyal  Hussar.    By  Alan  St  Aubyn. 

Author  of  '  A  Fellow  of  Trinity,'  &c.    Cloth,  bs,— Second  Edition. 

Scotsman. — 'The stories  are  all  brightly  and  pleasingly  written.  .  .  .  Several 
of  them  are  descriptive  incidents  connected  with  the  South  African  War,  The 
stories  are  handled  with  a  freshness  and  vivacity  of  which  warrant  us  in  de- 
scribing this  as  a  charming  volume.' 
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Greek  Peasant  Stories.    By  Neil  Wynn  Williams. 

Author  of  *The  Bayonet  that  Came  Home,'  «&c.    Cloth,  6s. 

Literature. — '  Mr  Neil  Wynn  Williams's  collection  of  Greek  Peasant  Stories 
are,  taken  individually,  artistic  little  sketches.  Their  chief  interest  lies  in 
the  delineation  of  the  character  of  the  modern  Greek.  The  stories  make 
pleasant  reading.* 

Speaker. — 'Mr  Neil  Wynn  Williams  has  written  a  book  that  pleases,  like 
the  narrative  of  an  honest  traveller,  and  in  v^^hich  one  thing  at  least,  the 
"  Notes  from  the  Countryside,  Greece,"  is  a  bit  of  description  that  deserves 
to  become  classical.' 


Her  Promise  True.    By  Dora  Russell. 

Author  of  '  Footprints  in  the  Snov^,'  &c. — Second  Edition. 

Western  Mercury. — 'The  plot  is  wtW  thought  out,  and  the  story  is  told 
with  a  dramatic  skill  of  which  Miss  Dora  Russell's  facile  pen  seems 
to  have  such  free  command.  The  work  is  admirably  constructed,  and 
the  result  is  a  novel  that  will  be  read  with  unflagging  interest  from 
beginning  to  end.' 


A  Hospital  Romance.    By  Eleanor  Holmes. 

Author  of  'The  Price  of  a  Pearl,'  '  Life's  Fitful  Fever,'  &c.  Pictorial 
cloth,  6s.— Just  out. 

Atlieil33Um. — '  The  author  writes  with  ease,  and  treats  her  subjects  with 
taste.    These  stories  can  hardly  fail  to  be  read  with  pleasure. 

Flora  Macdonald.    By  J.  Gordon  Phillips. 

Author  of 'The  Laird's  Wooing,'  &c.    Cloth,  6s. — Second  Edition. 

British  Weekly. — '  There  is  in  this  book  abundance  of  stirring  incidents.  We 
heartily  commend  the  tale.  It  will  prove  delightful  to  boys,  and  indeed  to 
all  robust  minds.' 


Adventures  of  Rosalie  5timrt.    By  W.  Shaw. 

Author  of  '  Golden  Dreams  and  Waking  Realities,'  &c.    Cloth,  6s. 

Daily  Chronicle. — 'There  is  a  fund  of  entertainment  in  this  rattling  story. 
We  must  frankly  own  it  has  merit,  being  rich  in  ingenious  incidents,  and 
racy  with  the  flavour  of  rural  England  at  the  time.' 


Edgar's  Ransom.    By  C.  Rysbridge.    Cloth,  6s. 

Liverpool  Courier. — A  handsomely-bound  volume,  which  is  sure  to  be  perused 
with  a  certain  degree  of  interest.' 

Belfast  News  Letter. — 'A  well  written  and  well  worked  out  story.* 
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Under  the  Linden.    By  Gillan  Vase. 

Author  of  '  A  Great  Mystery  Solved,'  &c.    Cloth,  6s. 

Athenseum. — 'Life  in  a  German  provincial  town  before  the  war  of  1870-71 
is  the  setting  given  to  a  curious  but  clever  story,  written  evidently  from 
intimate  local  knowledge.  The  literary  work  is  good.  .  .  .  The  volume 
may  be  recommended.' 

The  Secret  of  Mark  Pepys.    By  F.  J.  Proctor. 

Author  of  '  Timothy  Twill's  Secret/  &c.  With  Illustrations  by  the 
Author.    Cloth,  6s. 

Scotsman. — 'This  is  a  story  of  love  and  adventure  in  a  troubled  region  of 
Mexico  during  the  troubled  period  immediately  before  the  American  annexa- 
tion of  California.  The  story  is  strongly  constructed,  and  possesses  the 
merit  of  being  written  in  a  vigorous  and  picturesque  style.' 

The  Prince's  Feathers.    By  Mrs  Leith- Adams  (Mrs  H.  De 

CouRCY  Laffan).   Author  of '  Accessory  after  the  Fact,' dx.   Cloth  6s. 

Birmingliam  Gazette. — '  Is  one  of  the  most  charming  stories  we  have  seen  of 
late  5  a  pastoral  idyll  in  prose,  so  romantic  is  the  tale,  so  artistic  the  setting, 
and  so  graceful  and  poetic  the  style  in  which  it  is  written,' 

Liverpool  Mercury. — '  The  graceful  pen  of  the  accomplished  authoress  here 
gives  us  a  very  pleasantly  written  romance.  Those  who  enjoy  a  thoroughly 
well-written  story  will  do  well  to  get  "The  Prince's  Feathers.'" 


Many  Waters.    By  K.  Rhodes.    Cloth,  6s. 

Western  Mercury. — '  A  story  of  originality  which  will  rank  amongst  the  best 
love  novels  of  the  season.  Abounding  in  incident  and  quiet  movement,  the 
interest  of  the  reader  is  never  allowed  to  flag,  while  the  delineation  of  the 
central  figures  is  cleverly  and  realistically  drawn.  ...  A  powerful  piece  of 
writing.' 

A  Torn = Out  Page.    By  Dora  Russell. 

Author  of  '  Her  Promise  True,'  &c.    Cloth,  6s.—T/izrci  Ediiioiu 

Glasgow  Herald.  —  '  Miss  Russell's  latest  story  is  cleverly  thought  out  and 
planned.  .  .  .  The  scenes  are  distinctly  clever.  It  is  seldom  we  come 
across  a  book  which  is  at  once  so  healthy  and  exciting  as  this.' 

A  Roman  Mystery.    By  Richard  Bagot. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. — Third  Edition. 

Bookseller. — 'A  noteworthy  novel,  and  one  that  will  be  in  great  demand.' 

Spectator. — 'Mr  Bagot  has  given  us  a  most  interesting  book.  The  por- 
traiture is  often  excellent,  and  the  author's  intimate  knowledge  of  Italian 
society  is  manifested  at  every  turn.' 
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The  Mystery  of  Monkswood.    By  Mrs  Lodge. 

Author  of  '  The  Mystery  of  Bloomsbury  Crescent,'  &c.    Cloth,  6s. 

Daily  Telegraph. — 'A  story  which  is  unquestionably  fraught  with  sustained 
interest  from  its  first  page  to  its  last.  Its  heroine,  Mona  Wilford,  is  a  really 
charming  girl.  .  .  .  We  must  refer  our  readers  to  the  text  of  Mrs  Lodge's 
graphic  and  indisputably  engrossing  romance.' 

In  the  King's  Favour.    By  J.  E.  Muddock. — Second  Edition, 

Author  of  '  For  God  and  the  Czar,'  *  Stripped  of  the  Tinsel.'  Cloth,  6s. 

St  James's  Budget. — '  Mr  Muddock's  story  is  brightly  and  clearly  told,  and 
the  spirit  of  the  period  dealt  with  has  been  reproduced  in  admirable  fashion. 
Lovers  of  the  historical  novel  will  do  well  to  get  "  In  the  King's  Favour." ' 

Hoya  Corney.    By  Mrs  Bertram  Tanqueray. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Bookseller. — '  Mrs  Tanqueray  has  made  a  decided  hit  in  "  Hoya  Corney" — 
an  original  and  cleverly  told  tale.' 

David  Polmere.    By  Mrs  Lodge. 

Author  of  *  The  Mystery  of  Monkswood,'  &c.    Cloth,  6s,— Just  out. 

Many  Daughters.    By  Sarah  Tytler. 

Author  of  '  Citoyenne  Jacqueline.'    Cloth,  6s. — Second  Edition, 

Glasgow  Herald. — 'This  is  a  brightly-written,  excellent  tale  of  women's 

work,  and  is  highly  to  be  recommended  for  girls.' 
Irish  Times. — '  Not  for  many  years  has  Miss  Sarah  Tytler  written  such  a 

lively  book  as  "  Many  Daughters." ' 

The  White  Flower.    By  Clive  R.  Fenn. 

Author  of  *  For  the  Old  Flag,'  &c.    Cloth,  6s.    With  Frontispiece. 

People. — '  It  is  an  excellent  story  admirably  told.' 

Liverpool  Courier. — *  Is  surely  one  of  the  best  novels  of  the  year,    A  story 

of  real  live  interest,  and  told  in  an  excellent  style  and  with  true  dramatic 
ring.    "  The  White  Flower"  will  be  enjoyed  by  all  readers.' 

The  Queen  Wasp.    By  Jean  Middlemass. 

Author  of  '  A  Girl  in  a  Thousand,'  &c.    Pictorial  Cloth,  6s. 

Christian  World. — '  Miss  Middlemass  has  the  "knack"  of  story-telling,  and 
as  a  means  of  entertainment  "  The  Queen  Wasp "  will  fully  sustain  her 
reputation.' 

Manchester  Courier. — '"The  Queen  Wasp"  is  an  excellent  novel,  and  one 
which  we  can  recommend  to  the  attention  of  all  in  quest  of  interesting 
work,' 
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Wayward  Hearts.    By  Darby  Ryan.    Cloth,  6s. 

Bookseller. — 'A  very  pretty  tale  of  children  and  their  ways,  with  just  enough 
romance  running  through  it  to  make  it  interesting  to  older  readers.  The 
various  child-studies  in  the  book  are  charming,  and  the  result  is  a  very 
attractive  story.* 

Our  Remarkable  Pledger.    By  Harvey  Buxon.    Cloth,  6s. 

Newcastle  Chronicle. — 'This  work  should  take  a  leading  place  among  the 
novels  of  the  year.  It  is  some  time  since  we  came  across  a  story  so  well 
conceived,  so  well  written,  or  so  full  of  point.' 

The  Northern  Belle.   By  John  Werge.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Sheffield  Telegraph. — *  The  story  is  not  without  exciting  incidents,  which  are 
alike  novel  and  interesting.  A  reader  with  any  sense  of  humour  will  find 
"  The  Northern  Belle  "  refreshing.* 

One  of  Many.    By  Vera  Macha.    Cloth,  6s. 

Western  Mercury. — '  The  authoress  has  woven  an  absorbingly  interesting 
story  around  a  rather  complicated  plot,  the  gradual  unravelling  of  the  skeins 
of  which  arouses  and  then  thoroughly  sustains  the  unflagging  interest  of  the 
reader  from  beginning  to  end.  The  novel  is  uncommonly  well  constructed, 
and  is  both  natural  and  original.  The  heroine  is  a  charmingly-drawn  char- 
acter.   The  novel  is  well  worth  reading.' 

A  Comedy  of  the  Cloth.    By  T.  A.  Lewis.    Cloth,  6s. 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — '  Mr  Lewis  may  be  congratulated  upon  a  success.  He 
set  himself  the  modest  ambition  of  entertaining  his  readers  and  has  cer- 
tainly succeeded.  .  .  .  The  characters  of  the  two  curates  are  cleverly 
contrasted  .  .  ,  indeed,  all  the  t/rtfw^rw/)mo«ie  are  wonderfully  life-like.' 

Western  Mercury. — *  The  book  is  undoubtedly  cleverly  written,  and  should 
prove  a  favourite.' 

Where  the  Ways  Part.    By  Bertha  M.  M.  Miniken. 

Author  of  *  An  English  Wife/  &c.    Cloth,  6s. 

Birmingliam  Daily  Gazette. — *A  volume  that  will  afford  infinite  pleasure  to 
girls.  As  in  Miss  Miniken*s  other  novels,  the  story  is  told  with  much 
feeling.    The  book  is  one  we  can  cordially  recommend.* 

From  the  Ranks  to  the  Peerage.    By  H.  A,  Bruce. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Liverpool  Mercury. — '  Our  interest  never  flags  for  a  moment,  and  from  start 
to  finish  the  author  carries  us  with  him,  not  alone  by  the  clear  story  which 
he  unfolds,  but  by  some  remarkably  striking  and  successful  characterisation. 
The  story  is  so  good  that  we  can  safely  leave  it  in  the  hands  of  the  reader. 
We  commend  it  as  one  to  be  read  and  enjoyed.* 
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IN  ONE  VOLUME,  Price  3s.  6d. 

Under  the  Rowan  Tree,  and  Other  Stories.  By  Alan  St 
AuBYN.  Author  of  *A  Fellow  of  Trinity,'  'The  Junior  Dean,' 
*  Fortune's  Gate,'  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. — Third  Edition. 

Gentlewoman. — 'The  subject-matter  of  these  charming  stories  is  intensely 
interesting  and  full  of  rare  pathos,  interwoven  with  bits  of  drama,  that  make 
one  feel  how  real  and  true  to  life  they  are.' 

The  Tragedy  of  a  Nose.     By  E.   Gerard  (Emily  de 

Laszowska).  Author  of  *A  Foreigner,'  'A  Secret  Mission,'  &c. 
Cloth,  3s.  6d. — Second  Edition. 

Morning  Post. — '  Miss  E.  Gerard's  amusing  tale  is  quite  as  clever  in  its  way 
as  anything  she  has  written.* 

Claude  Duval  of  Ninety = Five.    By  Fergus  Hume. 

Author  of  'The  Masquerade  Mystery,'  'A  Marriage  Mystery,'  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  pictorial  ploth,  3s.  6d. — Fourth  Edition. 
Manchester  Courier. — '  This  ds  one  of  the  best  stories  that  Mr  Hume  has 
given  us  since  *'The  Mystery  of  a  Hansom  Cab."' 

The  Tuttlebury  Troubles.    By  W.  Carter  Platts. 

Author  of  'The  Tuttlebury  Tales,'  &c.  Pictorial  cloth,  3s.  6d.— 
Second  Edition. 

Bookman. — 'A  very  lively  volume.  Mr  Tuttlebury's  domestic  expressions  are 
wonderfully  amusing.' 

'Twixt  Cup  and  Lip,  and  Other  Stories.  By  Mrs  E.  Lynn 
Linton.  Author  of  '  Patricia  Kemball,'  &c.  Cloth,  3s.  6d. — Third 
Edition. 

Daily  News.—-'  A  collection  of  tales  ...  all  excellently  written.' 

The  Desire  of  the  Eyes,  and  Other  Stories.    By  Grant  Allen. 
Author  of  *The  Woman  Who  Did,'  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
— Seventh  Edition. 
Western  Mail. — 'The  narrations  are  told  in  the  well-known  and  sprightly 
style  of  the  author.' 

The  Deil's  Grannie.    By  J.  Parrington-Poole. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Bradford  Observer. — *The  author  has  woven  thrilling  incidents  of  old 
smuggling  days  into  the  story,  given  us  delicious  snatches  of  fisher  folk  life, 
thrown  arour\d  his  narrative  the  glamour  of  true  poetic  appreciation  of 
natural  scenery,  and  made  the  whole  throb  with  human  passion.  It  is  a 
book  of  living  interest.' 

Across  the  Zodiac.     A  Story  of  Adventure.    By  Edv^in  Pal- 
lander.    In  pictorial  cloth,  with  a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  3s.  6d. 
— Second  Edition. 
Tlie  Morning  Post. — *  One  of  the  best  books  of  the  year.' 
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The  Rose  of  Allandale.    By  Dr  Gordon  Stables,  M.D.,  R.N. 

Author  of  'The  Mystery  of  a  Millionaire's  Grave,'  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d. — Second  Edition. 

Aberdeen  Press. — '  Breezy  in  style  and  highly  sensational  in  matter,  the 
interest  is  sustained  from  beginning  to  end  without  a  break.' 

A  Girl  from  the  States.    By  Dr  Gordon  Stables,  M.D.,  R.N. 

Author  of  'The  Mystery  of  a  Millionaire's  Grave,'  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
pictorial  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Scotsman. — 'A  cleverly  written  love  story,  with  a  sentimental  plot,  and 
characters  drawn  from  modern  life.  It  is  a  more  substantial  affair  than  the 
tales  of  adventure  and  travel  for  boys,  with  which  this  writer's  name  is  more 
intimately  associated,  and  while  it  should  not  fail  to  please  young  readers  it 
may  attract  grown-up  people  as  well,' 

Phil  Flippin's  Rise.    By  Frank  Yerlock. 

Author  of  '  The  Secret  of  the  Yew,'  &c.    Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Glasgow  Daily  Mail. — '  The  story  is  told  with  considerable  force  and  graphic 
power,  and  holds  the  reader's  attention  from  beginning  to  end.' 

John  Bede's  Wife.    By  Cecil  Wentworth. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Athenseum. — *This  simple  and  unpretentious  story  contains  the  material  for  a 
good  novel  ;  and  the  manner  in  which  several  of  the  more  pathetic  personages 
are  handled  show  that  the  writer  possesses  some  share  of  literary  instinct.' 

The  Romance  of  Nun's  Hollow.    By  Rietta. 

By  the  Author  of  *  A  Rogue's  Punishment.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Aberdeen  Press. — 'Is  a  breezy,  wholesome  story,  which,  once  taken  up,  will 
not  be  laid  down  till  it  is  finished.' 

The  Archdeacon's  Daughters,  and  Other  Stories. 
By  G.  A.  MusGRAVE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Punch. — '  The  book  is  well  worth  reading.' 

Trespassers  Who  were  Prosecuted.    By  Sadi  Grant. 

Author  of  'A  New  Woman  Subdued.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Literary  World. — 'Two  capital  stories  written  in  a  bright,  attractive  style, 

which  is  very  enjoyable.' 
Lloyds. — 'Miss  Grant  writes  a  vivid  pen,  and  there  are  few  readers  who  will 

not  appreciate  this  distinctly  clever  volume.' 

The  *  Lettre  De  Cachet,'  and  Other  Stories.    By  C.  H. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Aberdeen  Journal — '  The  "  Lettre  de  Cachet  "  is  a  very  pleasant  story,  well 

conceived  and  worked  out  with  considerable  skill.' 
Lloyds. — '  A  dainty  imagination  wedded  to  a  facile  pen  marks  the  work  of  the 

writer  of  this  book.' 
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IN  ONE  VOLUME,  Price  2s.  6d. 
The  Tuttlebury  Tales.    By  W.  Carter  Platts. 

Author  of  *  A  Few  Smiles,'  &c.    Crown  8vo,  pictorial  cloth,  2s.  6d. — 
New  and  Sixth  Edition. 
Spectator.  —  '  Mr    Platts  reminds  us   of  the   American  humorist,  Max 
Adeler.    He  is  not  an  imitator,  but  his  fun  is  of  the  same  kind,  farcical  of 
course,  but  unstrained  and  laughter  compelling.' 

Inmates  of  the  Mansion.    By  Joseph  Ashton. 

Crown  8vo,  pictorial  cloth,  2s.  6d.    Beautifully  illustrated. 
Daily  Telegraph. — '  An  allegorical  subject,  and  will  be  found  most  readable 
for  youths,  who  will  learn  a  lesson  in  glancing  through  its  pages.* 

The  Inseparables.   A  Book  for  Boys.  By  Chieton  Chalmers. 

Crown  8vo,  pictorial  cloth,  fully  illustrated,  2s.  6d. 
Pall  Mall  Gazette. — '  High  above  the  average  of  school  stories.    It  is  really  a 
first-rate  story.' 

A  Mere  Pug-.    The  Romance  of  a  Dog.    By  Nemo. 

Crown  8vo,  pictorial  cloth,  2s.  6d.  A  New  Edition,  Illustrated  by 
A.  Bauerle. 

Standard. — 'This  pretty  story  of  the  adventures  of  a  pug  dog  .  .  .  there 
are  few  books  of  the  season  that  could  have  been  more  heartily  recommended 
for  children.' 

Chiefly  Concerning:  Two.    By  Alan  Scott. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Western  Daily  Mercury — '  This  book  is  very  finely  written.' 

A  Twofold  Sin.    By  M.  Brazier. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Dundee  Courier. — '  The  story  is  well  written.' 

Sorely  Tried.    By  Cosmo  Clark. 

Author  of  '  A  Portrait  of  a  Woman,'  &c.    Cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Aberdeen  Free  Press — '  An  enterprising  story  of  domestic  life,  the  scene  of 
which  is  placed  in  Boulogne-sur-Mer/ 

Tales  of  the  Strong:  Room.    By  F.  Denison. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Western  Mercury. — 'The  tales  are  all  well  told.' 
People. — '  The  tales  are  brightly  written.' 
Lady. — 'Most  exciting  and  smartly  written  short  stories.' 
North  British  Mail. — '  A  quaint  and  amusing  story.' 

Adventures  of  the   Remarkable  Twain.     By  Hubert 

Cloudesley.    Author  of 'Passing  Thoughts.'    Cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Public  Opinion. — '  Hubert  Cloudesley  narrates  the  doings  of  a  remarkable 
youngster,  one  John  Isaac,  who  is  up  to  all  the  tricks  of  "  Helen's  Babies." 
The  book  is  smartly  written.' 

The  History  of  Captain  Katt.    By  Mrs  Mary  Hughes. 

Crown  8vo,  pictorial  cloth,  2s.  6d.i 
World. — '  Is  one  of  the  very  best  books  for  children  we  have  read.* 
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IN  ONE  VOLUME,  Price  Is.  6d.  and  Is. 

Phillipa's  Adventures  in  Upsidedownland. 

By  Laura  Lucia  Finlay.    Crown  8vo,  pictorial  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Furrows.    By  Cosmo  Hamilton. 

Author  of  '  Which  is  Absurd,'  &c.  Long  i2mo,  pictorial  cloth, 
IS.  6d. — Second  Edition, 

Where  Billows  Break.    By  Hillary  Deccan. 

Author  of  *  Light  in  the  Offing.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

The  Vagfaries  of  Love.    By  F.  H.  Hudson. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Unsolved  Mysteries.    By  Violet  Tweedale. 

Author  of  *  And  They  Two,'  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. — Second 
Edition, 

The  Haunted  Looking:  Glass.    By  Gratiana  Darrell. 

Crown  8vo,  pictorial  cloth,  is.  6d.  —  With  a  Frontispiece. 

Small  Concerns.    By  Frances  England, 

Long  i2mo,  is. 

The  Master  of  Hullingham  Manor.    By  Bernard  Went- 

WORTH.    Crown  8vo,  paper  cover,  is. 

Sweet  Scented  Grass.    By  Neville  Marion. 

Long  i2mo,  paper  cover,  is. 

Sporting:  Adventures  of  Monsieur  Lolotte.     By  Blake 

Lamond.   By  the  Author  of  '  The  Two  Dunmores,'  &c.   Paper  cover,  is. 

Shibboleth.    By  Katherine  Renellj 
Crown  8vo,  paper  cover,  is. 

Penarth.    By  D.  C.  Parkinson 

Crown  8vo,  paper  cover,  is. 

In  a  Web  of  Gold.    By  Rita  Russell. 

Crown  8vo,  paper  cover,  is. 

The  Diamond  Bang^le.    By  Lillie  Crane. 

Author  of  '  My  Lady  Dimple.'    Crown  8vo,  paper  cover,  is. 

Portuguese  Rita.    By  M.  P.  Guimaraens  . 

Long  i2mo,  paper  cover,  is. 

Memoirs  of  a  Young:  Surg:eon.  By  Frederick  Ashurst,  M.B. 

Illustrated.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

The  Foray  of  Hendrick  Hudson.    By  Frank  Saville. 

Author  of  'John  Ship,  Mariner,'  'Beyond  the  Great  South  Wall,'  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  paper  cover,  is. 
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Roof  Roofer's  Sensational  Shilling  Ho^^^s 

LOVE  ONLY  LENT.  I       TWO  MOTHERS  OF  ONE. 

THE  TWIN  DIANAS.  I       PRETTYBAD  ROGERS. 

Daily  Chronicle. — 'Mr  Roofer  is  undoubtedly  clever,  his  smart  and  witty 
style..' 


The  Birds  of  Our  Country.    By  H.  E.  Stewart,  B.A. 

With  Illustrations  by  Archibald  Thorburn,  J.  Giacomelli,  G.  E. 
Lodge,  K.  Keyl,  R.  Kretschmer,  &c.  Crown  8vo.  Pictorial  cloth, 
gilt  top,  3s.  6d. — Second  Edition. 

Illustrated  Prospectus  with  Press  Opinions  post  free. 

The  Hereford  Times. — '  This  capital  work  furnishes  the  young  collector  with 
a  book  which  is  not  beyond  his  means,  and  which  at  the  same  time  contains 
an  account  of  all  the  birds  which  he  is  likely  to  meet  with  in  the  British  Isles.* 

Wit,  Wisdom  and  Folly.  Pen  and  Pencil  Flashes.  By  J. 
ViLLiN  Marmery.  Author  of  *  Progress  of  Science,'  &c.  With  100 
Original  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Touchemolin,  Author  of  *  Stras- 
bourg Militaire. '  *Demy  8vo,  superior  binding,  6s.  An  Edition  de 
Luxe,  in  Royal  8vo,  printed  on  hand -made  paper,  and  limited  to  100 
copies,  bound  in  red  leather,  gilt  top,  is  also  issued,  price  21s.  net. 
Standard  (Leader). — 'A  pleasant  volume  of  chatty  anecdotes.  Bright 
and  piquant.  Mr  Marmery*s  book  ought  to  be  a  treasure  to  the  confirmed 
diner-out.* 

Portentous  Prophets  and  Prophetesses.    By  Alexander 
McMillan,  M.A.    Author  of  'Diver  Ditties,'  &c.    Cloth,  2s.  6d. 
St  Paul's. — '  The  book  is  well  and  clearly  written.' 

The  Latest  Fruit  is  the  Ripest.    By  F.  I.  Gant,  F.R.C.S. 

Author  of  'Perfect  Womanhood,'  &c.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. — 
Second  Edition. 

Manchester  Courier. — '  The  volume  is  worthy  of  careful  study.  It  sets  forth 
a  number  of  religious  considerations  as  to  the  development  of  the  strength 
and  character  of  women  in  fields  of  spiritual  endeavour,* 

Two  French  Queens.    By  Caroline  Gearey. 

'  Elizabeth  of  Valois — Marguerite  of  Valois. '  By  the  Author  of  '  In 
Other  Lands,'  *  Three  Empresses,'  '  Royal  Friendships.'  With  Portraits, 
crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. — Seco7id  Edition, 
Birmingham  Gazette. — '  Miss  Gearey  has  once  more  given  us  a  charming 
collection  of  historical  biographies,  compiled  with  care  and  written  with  taste 
and  true  womanly  feeling.* 

Stories  from  Wagner.    By  Virginia  Taylour. 

With  Preface  by  IIerr  C.  F.  Glasenapp.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Globe. — '  It  opens  with  a  memoir  of  the  great  music  dramatist.     The  only 
volume  in  which  the  plots  of  all  Wagner's  stage  productions  are  set  forth 
clearly  and  simply. 
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Idylls.    By  M.  Maud  Hellyer.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Bookman. — '  A  collection  of  graceful  little  allegories.' 

Royal  Friendships.    By  Caroline  Gearey. 

By  the  Author  of  '  Two  French  Queens,'  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
Weekly  Sun — '  Miss  Gearey's  book  deserves  to  be  regarded,  not  only  as  a  piece 

of  entertaining  writing,  but  also  as  a  valuable  addition  to  the  history  and 

manners  of  both  periods.' 
Queen. — 'This  book  would  be  a  charming  present  for  any  girl.' 

Longfer  Flights.  —  Recollections  and  Studies.    By  Mrs  A. 
Ireland.    By  the  Author  of  '  Life  of  Jane  Welsh  Carlyle.'    Cloth,  6s. 
Scotsman. — 'A  book  which  will  be  read  with  interest.' 

Nigh  on  Sixty  Years  at  Sea.  By  Robert  Woolward  Old 
Woolward.')  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  With  VoxXxzSs.—  Second  Edition, 
Times. — 'Very  entertaining  reading.  Captain  Woolward  writes  sensibly 
and  straightforwardly,  and  tells  his  story  with  the  frankness  of  an  old  salt. 
He  has  a  keen  sense  of  humour,  and  his  stories  are  endless  and  very  enter- 
taining.' 

The  Secrets  of  the  Hand.   By  Maud  Harries.   Cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Observer. — '  Those  wishing  to  learn  the  art  and  mystery  of  fortune-telling  by 

the  hand  will  find  much  information  in  this  volume.' 
Hereford  Times. — 'This  excellent  little  book  should  enjoy  a  wide  circulation.' 

The  Italians  of  To=day.    By  Josiah  Crooklands. 

Translated  from  the  French  of  Rene  Bazin.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
AthenSDUm. — 'Mr  Rene  Bazin   is  a   writer  whose  style  we  have  often 
praised.' 

Glimpses  of  Life  in  Bermuda  and  the  Tropics. 

By  Margaret  Newton.    With  42  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
Bradford  Observer. — '  Pleasantly  written  and  copiously  illustrated  ;  this  record 
of  a  visit  to  the  West  Indies  should  bring  the  many  charms  of  these  delightful 
Islands  vividly  before  English  Readers.' 

The  Author's  Manual.    By  Percy  Russell. 

With  Prefatory  Remarks  by  Mr  Gladstone.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3s.  6d.  net.  {Ninth  and  Cheaper  Edition).  With  Portrait. 
Westminster  Review. — '  Mr  Russell's  book  is  a  very  complete  manual  and 
guide  for  journalist  and  author.  It  is  not  a  merely  practical  work — it  is 
literary  and  appreciative  of  literature  in  its  best  sense  5  •  .  .  we  have  little 
else  but  praise  for  the  volume.' 

Thou§:hts  on  the  Apostles.    By  F.  G.  White.   Cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Western  Mercury. — 'This  valuable  and  most  useful  book  contains  some 
fourteen  papers  on  the  lives  and  teachings  of  the  Apostles,  suitably  grouped, 
and  introduced  briefly  and  pointedly.' 
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A  Guide  to  British  and  American  Novels.  From  the 
Earliest  Period  to  the  end  of  1894.  By  Percy  Russell.  By  the  Author 
of  '  The  Author's  Manual,'  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. — Second 
Edition  carefully  revised. 
Spectator. — '  Mr  Russell's  familiarity  with  every  form  of  novel  is  amazing, 
and  his  summaries  of  plots  and  comments  thereon  are  as  brief  and  lucid  as 
they  are  various.' 

Consumption — How  to  Avoid  It,  and  Weak  Eyes.  Two 

Lectures.     By  B.    Schwarzbach,   M.D.  (Wurzburg)  ;  L.F.P.S. 
(Glasgovi^.)    Crovv^n  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Dimdee  Courier. — '  A  store  of  common  sense  and  scientific  knowledge  ...  of 
real  service  to  many.* 

The  Nineteenth  Century  in  France ;  or  Selections  from  the 

best  Modern  French  Literary  Works,  with  English  Translations.    By  ; 
Paul  Chauvet,  B.A.,  of  the  Paris  University.    In  2  Vols.    Vol.  L 
The  Poets  : — Lamartine,  Hugo,  Musset.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Echo. — '  A  book  that  will  be  found  useful  for  schools  and  students,' 


poetrjf  and  the  J)rama 

By  KATHLEEN  BEHENNA 
The  History  of  a  Soul.    Beautifully  printed  on  Hand-made  Paper.  Demy 
8vo,  artistic  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s.  net. 

By  FREDERICK  J.  JOHNSTON-SMITH 
The  Captain  of  the  Dolphin,  and  other  Poems  of  the  Sea.   Crown  8vo, 
art  linen,  gilt  top,  3s.  6d.  net. 

By  CECILLA  ELIZABETH  MEETKERKE 
Fragments  from  Victor  Hugo's  Legends  and  Lyrics.    Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  7s.  6d. 

By  C.  POTTER 

Cantos  from  the  Divina  Commedia  of  Dante.    Translated  into  English 
Verse.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  net.    Second  and  Enlarged  Edition. 

By  LILY  OVERINGTON 
Random  Rhymes  and  Christmas  Chimes.   Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s,  net. 

By  HENRY  OSBORNE,  M.A. 
The  Palace  of  Delights,  and  other  Poems.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

By  the  late  ERNEST  G.  HENTY  and  E.  A.  STARKEY 
Australian  Idylls  and  Bush  Rhymes.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

By  LEONARD  WILLIAMS 
Ballads  and  Songs  of  Spain.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

By  WALTER  THEAD 
The  story  of  Jephthah,  and  other  Poems.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net. 

By  E.  DERRY 

Sophonisba  ;  or,  The  Prisoner  of  Alba,  and  other  Poems.   By  the  Author 
of  *  Lays  of  the  Scottish  Highlands.'    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 
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By  ALEXANDER  BUCKLER 
Word  Sketches  in  Windsor.    Foolscap  8vo,  art  linen,  2s.  6d, 

By  ISAAC  WILLCOCKS,  M.R.S. 
The  Magic  Key.     A  F'airy  Drama  in  Four  Acts.     By  the  Author  of 
*  Pixy.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

By  an  ODDFELLOW 
Odds  and  Ends.    Foolscap  8vo,  art  linen,  is.  6d.  net. 

By  E.  M.  BERESFORD 
Songs  and  Shadows.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

By  EVAN  T.  KEANE 
A  Moorland  Brook,  and  Other  Poems.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

By  J.  R.  SIMMS 
Notes  on  the  Way,  in  Verse.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s.  net. 

By  A.  J.  JOYCE 

A  Roman  Anti-Christ.    A  Narrative  in  Rhyme.    Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d.  net. 

By  AUGUSTUS  RALLI 
The  Enchanted  River,  and  Other  Poems.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

By  DUDLEY  CHARLES  BUSHBY 
The  Royal  Shepherdess,  and  Other  Poems.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
net. 

By  ELLEN  H.  EBBS 
The  Inner  Light,  and  Other  Poems.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net. 

By  MARIA  GREER 
A  Vision^s  Voice,  and  Other  Poems.    Foolscap  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net. 

By  SWITHIN  SAINT  SWITHAINE 
A  Divan  of  the  Dales,  and  Other  Poems.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s.  net. 

By  GEORGE  ASHMORE  ROBERTS 
Pencil  Rhymes  and  Poetry.    Crown  Svo,  paper  cover,  is.  6d. 

By  FREDERIC  W.  COULTER 
England's  Glory.    Foolscap  Svo,  art  linen,  gilt  top,  is.  6d.  net. 

By  CHARLES  RATHBONE  LOW 
The  Epic  of  Olympus.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s.  net. 

By  STAUNTON  BRODIE 
Poetical  Stories.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

By  TEMPLE  NEWELL 
Episodes  of  Joy.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

By  JOHN  G.  DUNCAN 

Tramps  and  Troubadours.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s.  net. 

By  REGINALD  B.  SPAN 
Poems  of  Two  Worlds.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 

By  HENRY  AVELING 
Poems  and  Paragraphs.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s.  net. 


SECOND  IMPRESSION  NOW  READY, 


In  Crown  8vo,  Decorative  Cloth,  6s.    Second  Edition. 

Anne  Judge,  Spinster 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON 

Author  of  "  Grandmother  s  Money,"  "  The  Woman  in  the  Dark"  Qfc. 
-SOME  PRESS  OPINIONS 

The  Athenceuni. — "Mr  Robinson's  reputation  as  a  novel  writer  will  not  be  diminished 
by  the  present  work.  It  gives  us  remarkable  pleasure  to  be  able  to  speak  of  a  novel  in 
terms  of  praise  ;  the  keenness  of  the  enjoyment  arising  from  the  infrequency  of  the  occur- 
rence. We  chronicle  the  appearance  of  this  book  with  satisfaction.  We  must  specially 
mention  the  hero  as  being  uncommonly  well  drawn,  for  he  is  both  original,  natural  and 
interesting.    Altogether  we  commend  this  book  to  the  public." 

The  Morning  Post. — "  Mr  Frederick  Robinson  is  one  of  our  best  novelists  of  a 
certain  school — a  school  which  claims  for  itself  rank  above  the  mere  story-telling  writers' 
school.  Mr  Robinson  has  two  styles,  but  no  one  who  has  once  studied  his  writings — 
and  they  deserve  to  be  studied  as  few  novels  merit  that  attention — can  fail  to  recognise 
in  '  Mattie,  a  Stray,'  and  'No  Church,'  the  author  of  the  long  list  of  novels  which 
began  with  *  Wild  Flower,'  and  of  which  the  last  example,  and  the  best,  prior  to 
'  iVnne  Judge,'  was  '  No  Man's  Friend.'  In  the  one  series  the  author  deals  with  the 
subtle  and  puzzling  problems  of  humanity  in  somewhat  of  an  abstract  or  typical  form  ; 
in  the  other  he  tells  stories  of  real  everyday  life  with  force  and  truth  attainable  by  few. 
Occasionally  Mr  Robinson  disdains  rather  too  completely  the  aid  of  ornament,  and 
rejects  the  descriptive  style  too  absolutely.  The  truth  of  his  narrative  is  too  absorbingly 
interesting  to  him.  '  Anne  Judge'  is  a  novel  more  distinctly  characteristic  of  his  modes 
of  thought  and  views  of  life  than  any  of  his  former  works.  There  is  an  abundance  of 
dialogue  in  this  book,  but  Mr  Robinson  is  a  master  of  the  art  of  writing  dialogue,  of 
advancing  his  story  step  by  step  in  the  process,  and  evolving  it  with  skilful  ease." 

The  Daily  Telegraph. — "At  last  we  come  to  something  different  from  all  the  fore- 
going (novels  for  review),  and  better  than  all.  This  is  'Anne  Judge,  Spinster,'  by  Mr 
Frederick  W.  Robinson,  author  of  '  Grandmother's  Money.'  The  general  good  opinion 
entertained  of  that  work  will,  we  expect,  be  extended  to  its  successor.  It  is  a  novel 
whose  interest  depends  entirely  on  the  play  of  the  simplest,  and  even  the  commonest, 
human  passions,  but  we  can  believe  all  we  are  told,  and  are  not  made  unhappy  or  cynical 
by  believing.  From  the  very  first  chapter  to  the  very  last,  when  it  becomes  plain  that, 
in  spite  of  all  her  praiseworthy  efforts  throughout  the  three  volumes  to  continue  single, 
she  will  not  much  longer  remain  '  Anne  Judge,  Spinster,'  we  never  cease  to  follow  her 
sacred,  yet  thoroughly  womanly  footsteps.  We  do  for  this  last  of  the  English  novels  on 
our  table  what  we  can  do  for  no  other  of  them — cordially  recommend  it  to  every  kind  of 
reader." 

The  Illustrated  London  News. — "  This  novel  is  not  deficient  in  the  sensational 
element  of  interest,  but  its  moral  tone  is  healthy.  The  author  has  created  a  world  of 
adventure  and  sentiment  out  of  a  few  scenes  and  incidents  in  the  social  life  of  a  dull 
village  and  the  interior  of  a  country  house  with  such  characters  as  the^  self-willed  old 
man,  grand  in  his  resolution  upon  one  point ;  the  poor  lone  girl,  his  self-devoted 
daughter  ;  the  grim  maiden  ;  the  shabby  and  pretentious  doctor  ;  Hugh  Aynard,  with 
his  fits  of  despondency,  and  the  hero,  Ned  himself,  with  his  helpful  friendship,  whose 
virtues  are  rewarded  in  the  end.  Mr  Robinson's  new  story  will  not  disappoint  his 
readers." 

Public  Opinion. — "Mr  Robinson  has  taken  infinite  pains  with  the  character  of  his 
heroine,  who  stands  out  as  a  central  figure,  though  most  of  the  other  personages  are 
drawn  with  boldness  and  effectiveness.  The  story  is  a  very  interesting  one,  and 
evidences  unusual  care  in  its  construction.  The  incidents  are  striking,  and  many  of  them 
deeply  pathetic,  and  the  interest  is  well  sustained  throughout.  Those  who  read  '  Anne 
Judge,  Spinster,'  will  look  out  for  other  stories  from  the  same  genial  pen." 

The  Guardian. — "'Anne  Judge,  Spinster,'  is  a  clever  novel  and  a  pleasing  one. 
The  interest  of  the  plot  is  so  well-sustained  that  the  reader  cannot  feel  at  all  sure  till  the 
last  page  whether  or  not  the  heroine  is  indeed  to  keep  the  curious  affix  of  her  name. 
The  conversations  have  the  rare  merit  of  scarcely  flagging  for  a  moment,  and  of  being 
terse,  colloquial  and  characteristic.  Anne  Judge  herself  is  simply  charming,  with  her 
single-minded  earnestness  and  self-devotion,  and  quick  woman's  wit  under  the  control  of 
maidenly  reserve,  and  makes  a  very  pretty  picture." 
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